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Foreword 


TO  EACH  AXD  EVERY  ADVER- 
TISER, IX  APPRECIATION 


HERETOFORE,  issues  have  been 
dedicated  to  the  Advertiser,  and 
issues  wiU  continue  to  be  dedicated  to 
him  as  long  as  the  magazine  exists,  for 
alwaj's  in  the  heart  of  the  Staff  is  grati- 
tude and  respect  for  our  "silent  partner." 
His  importance  is  high.  No  other  sup- 
port can  be  substituted  for  that  which 
he  so  generously  gives.  So,  again,  with 
deep  appreciation  for  all  favors,  past  and 
future,  we  dedicate  to  the  Advertiser 
this  product  of  our  combined  and  or- 
ganized efforts — the  third  number  of 
the  fifth  volume  of  the  "Arguenot." 


TO  EACH  AND  EVERY  STUDENT, 
IN  REPRIMAND 

ON  every  page  in  the  advertising 
columns  of  the  "Arguenot"  is  the 
lins — "Patronizf!  our  advertisers."  Our 
advertisers.  But  do  you  ever  do  more 
than  see  the  words — do  you  ever  observe 
them? 


Have  you  considered,  at  some  con- 
templative moment,  what  our  paper 
would  be  without  our  advertisements? 
Bj'  just  cutting  out  the  actual  pages 
containing  them,  the  impressiveness  of 
our  paper  would  be  considerably  dimin- 
ished. But  by  cutting  out  these  pages, 
not  only  the  size  of  the  paper  would 
suffer,  but  also  its  eventual  worth.  We 
should  have  to  make  the  publication 
smaller  and  smaller  thru  lack  of  funds, 
for  never  think  for  a  moment  that  the 
small  price  which  you  pay  for  the  paper 
could  carry  it,  or  any  paper  of  its  present 
size,  successfully.  The  total  price  of 
publishing  one  magazine  is  approximately 
twice  the  sum  you  pay  for  it. 

Our  advertisers  give  us  their  silent 
and  effective  aid.  They  support  us  in 
anticipation  that  we,  in  turn,  shall 
support  them. 

You  should  realize  your  responsibility. 
You  should  be  loyal.  By  patronizing 
our  advertisers,  you  prove  your  loyalty 
to  school,  school  paper  and  to  those  who 
help  support  us,  our  advertisers. 

Trade  with  them!  The  Editor. 
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WHEN  I  first  entered  High  School 
as  a  young  and  verdant  freshman, 
I  was  considerably  vexed  by  that  little 
machine  conspicuously  stationed  in  the 
center  of  the  lunchroom.  The  act  of 
the  faculty  which  had  installed  it  in 
just  that  place  seemed  to  me  particularly 
unnecessary  and  malevolent. 

Not  once  did  I  saunter  from  the  lunch 
counter,  contentedly  munching  a  fudge 
bar,  that  I  did  not  come  face  to  face  with 
that  detestable  device.  Its  blank  surface 
and  the  notably  empty  space  about  it 
seemed  mutely  to  reproach  me,  and  after 
all  the  joy  had  been  taken  out  of  the  eat- 
ing of  my  confection,  the  very  edges  of 
this  fiendish  contrivance  seemed  to  curl 
up  in  a  mocking  grin.  Not  once,  but 
many  times,  did  I  with  difficulty  restrain 
myself  from  dashing  it  to  the  floor  and 
stamping  on  it! 

But  one  day,  urged  by  curiosity  and  a 
lurking  quirk  of  conscience,  I  pressed  a 
quarter  into  the  allotted  space,  pushed 
in  the  little  lever  according  to  directions, 
and  watched  with  breathless  interest 
as  a  tiny,  square  stamp  poked  its  head 
out  of  its  lair. 

You  can't  imagine  what  a  thrill  it 
gives  one  to  perform  this  simple  deed! 
What  doubting  hesitation  possesses  one 
when  the  coin  is  first  deposited!  What 
a  delightful  sense  of  power  is  gained  by 
pushing  in  that  lever!  Who  would  miss 
that  breathless  tension  when  the  stamp 
first  appears,  and  who,  having  once 
experienced  it,  can  ever  forget  that  vast 
satisfaction  with  oneself  felt  as  one  licks 
the  stamp  and  with  self-conscious  pride 


places  it  in  his  folder?  Who,  having 
once  begun  such  a  folder,  can  resist  its 
appeal  to  be  filled? 

There  is  nothing  which  is  more  satis- 
fying to  the  human  soul,  which  trips 
more  airily  off  the  human  tongue  than 
the  fact  that  one  has  money  in  the  bank! 

"Sweet,  indeed,  is  the  reward  of 
virtue,"  and  generosity  we  have  bee  a 
told  is  a  great  virtue;  but,  among  other 
things,  why  not  be  generous  to  ourselves? 
Why  not,  by  denying  ourselves  the 
petty,  daily  pleasures  and  indulgences, 
and  by  saving  the  money  spent  on  these 
things  lay  up  a  fund  which  will  ulti- 
mately enable  us  to  gain  a  bigger, 
broiader  conception  of  life  and  a  keener 
pleasure  in  the  expenditure  of  our  savings? 

Not  to  be  stingy,  not  to  be  grasping, 
not  to  be  penurious,  but  to  be  thrifty 
is  to  possess  a  quality  which  brings 
respect,  success  and  power  to  its  possessor! 

"T"  stands  for  treasure 

Gained  when  we  save; 
"H"  stands  for  happiness, 

A  thing  we  all  crave ; 
"R"  stands  for  release 

From  poverty's  cage; 
"I"  stands  for  interest 

Increased  in  old  age; 
'T"  stands  for  freedom 

From  trouble  and  care; 
"T"  stands  for  total 

Of  many  things  fair. 
The  whole  stands  for  "Thrift," 

Joy-bringer  to  all 
Who  forsake  passing  pleasures 

And  hark  to  its  call. 

A.  E.,  '25 


THE  A  R  G  U  E  N  0  T 


Mfc  Doodle  OverhaMls  the  Car 


NATURALLY  Mr.  Doodle  has  that 
contagious  disease  called  "spring 
fever''  just  like  all  the  rest  of  us.  Onl}- 
his  attack  put  him  in  a  little  more  am- 
bitious mood.  Instead  of  just  wanting 
to  clean  up  the  yard,  or  take  that  load 
of  ashes  and  cans  to  the  dump,  he  was 
going  to  tackle  the  job  of  overhauling  the 
car.  Yes,  sir,  he  was  going  to  make  her 
run  as  she  never  had  mn  before  and,  by 
doing  it  himself,  he  would  save  that 
garage  bill,  too. 

Now  3^ou  remember  what  it  was  like 
last  spring,  and  all  the  trouble  there  was 
when  yoiir  "dad"  tried  to  overhaul  his 
car,  when  he'd  come  in  all  covered  with 
grease  to  answer  the  'phone,  or  bring  a 
mud-guard  in  to  knock  the  dents  out  of 
it,  or  bring  in  the  distributor  to  take  the 
kinks  out  of  it,  and  then  leave  all  the 
"junk"  on  Ma's  best  couch  when  Fred 
Perley  next  door  called  him  out  to  hold 
a  council  on  the  merits  of  Fred's  new 
species  of  carburetor.  So  you  can't 
blame  Mrs.  Doodle  for  having  nervous 
prostration  when  Mr.  Doodle  started 
the  campaign. 

On  one  fine  Thursday  morning,  Mr. 
Doodk>  decided  to  cancel  his  office  work 
for  a  few  days,  as  business  was  rather 
slow,  and  take  his  car  into  consideration. 


Hs  had  spent  five  hours  the  preceding 
night  at  the  library  studying  about  his 
particular  make  of  gas-eater;  when  he 
left,  he  felt  sufficiently  fed-up  on  engine 
knowledge  to  stand  the  fire  of  questions 
of  any  ordinary  auto  owner.  But  now 
at  nine  o'clock  on  this  fine  Thursdaj^ 
morning,  he  didn't  feel  quite  so  confident. 
After  breakfast,  he  climbed  into  his  new 
overalls  and  strolled  to  the  den  of  the 
beast  that  he  was  about  to  dissect. 
Wlien  he  opened  the  door,  he  felt  a  strange 
sinking  of  the  heart.  There  was  the  old 
bus  squatting  on  four  flat  tires,  its  top 
thrown  back  in  a  crazy  fashion  and  the 
two  headlights  glaring  at  him  from  be- 
neath the  engine  robe.  Why,  it  sent  a 
cold  chill  down  Mr.  Doodle's  backbone 
as  he  thought  of  the  way  animals  squat 
and  stare  at  their  prey  before  springing 
upon  it. 

After  a  two-hour  tussle,  Mr.  Doodle 
succeeded  in  jacking  the  car  up  and 
blowing  up  the  tires.  Then  he  surveyed 
his  work  and  adjourned  to  dinner.  If  he 
didn't  have  indigestion  between  eating 
grease  and  food,  it  wasn't  his  fault. 

After  two  days,  he  had  succeeded  in 
taking  the  cylinder  head  off  and  splitting 
it  by  dropping  it  on  the  floor,  and  had 
cleaned  the  spark-plugs  and  mixed  their 
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wires  up  in  such  a  fashion  that  it  was 
worse  than  a  Chinese  cross-word  puzzle 
trying  to  straighten  them  out  again. 
After  he  had  done  a  thorough  job,  he 
called  all  the  would-be-overhaulers-of 
their-cars  in  the  neighborhood  in  to 
view  his  accomplishment. 

When  he  had  his  audience  in  the 
garage,  he  climbed  triumphantly  to  the 
steering  wheel  and  stamped  on  the 
starter.  After  four  or  five  false  alarms, 
the  car  uttered  a  single  long-drawn-out 
wheeze,  like  an  old  man  with  asthma  who 
has  just  climbed  a  long  hill.  After  two 
more  attempts  at  starting,  it  ran  for  a 
whole  minute  while  the  neighbors  stared 
dumbfounded  at  the  achievement.  But 
this  wasn't  to  last  for  long,  for  it  "died" 
almost  too  suddenly. 

Then  all  the  neighbors  tried  a  hand  at 
starting  it.  All  failed,  but  each  one 
contributed  a  little  more  advice  to  Mr. 


Doodle  on  how  to  wake  it  up.  All  the 
helpful  neighbors  found  a  different  thing 
wrong.  For  instance,  the  fan  was  miss- 
ing, a  spark-plug  was  sharing  the  cylinder 
with  the  piston,  the  electric  wires  to  the 
horn  were  connected  with  the  lights,  a 
wrench  was  in  the  crank  case  and  the 
cylinder  head  was  set  on  backwards. 

Mr.  Doodle  went  to  the  house  crest- 
fallen, and  sat  right  on  the  best  chair, 
and  when  he  got  up  to  call  the  garage 
to  finish  his  job,  he  left  his  trade  mark, 
which  was  really  well  established  around 
the  house  by  this  time,  in  grease  on  the 
very  best  chair. 

Mr.  Doodle  swore  he  would  never  over- 
haul a  car  again,  and  two  housemaids 
made  a  good  day's  pay  cleaning  the 
grease,  carbon,  and  other  dirt  from  the 
furniture. 

Edmund  Morrissey,  '27. 


Tlhe  Biamonid  Medal 


«p 


FIREMAN  Awarded  Medal  for 
Heroic  Act." 

This  was  the  headline  of  the  New  York 
Times  that  caught  Pat's  eye. 

"Humph,"  he  grunted;  "any buddy 
could  a  done  thet.  Just  becus  he  resc'ed 
some  people,  they  give  'im  a  diamond 
midal.     I'd  a  ruther  had  the  money,  eh?" 

"Wall  now,  I  don't  know  about  thet," 
drawled  his  pal  Mike. 

"Sure  an  they'ud  never  give  ye  as 
much  money  as  thet  midal  is  wurth," 
said  Pat. 

"Wal,  a  body  could  pawn  the  midal 
an'  git  tha  money,"  answered  Mike. 

"Hm,  hm,  I  guess  thet's  so,"  said  Pat, 
"but  I  don't  see  why  a  cheap  midal  isn't 
just  as  good  as  a  diamond  midal.  They 
waste  too  much  money  on  one  fella." 


"Would  ye  take  one  if  it  wus  offered 
ye?"  asked  Mike. 

"It's  laughin'  at  ye  I  am,"  answered 
Pat.  "They  don't  offer  us  enything,  no 
matter  how  much  we  do." 

"I  don't  know  as  they  have,"  added 
Mike. 

"The  resc'es  they  make  may  be  only 
fairy  tales  and  the  diamond  midal  a 
fake,"  said  Pat  with  a  laugh. 

This  conversation  was  exchanged  one 
Saturday  afternoon  over  the  garden 
fence. 

That  evening  both  families  retired 
early.  About  one  o'clock  Mike  was 
awakened  by  the  fire  engines  rushing  past 
his  house;  they  stopped!  He  heard 
shouts  and  orders  curtly  given.  He 
jumped  out  of  bed  to  find  Pat's  house 
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afire.  Doniiing  his  clothes,  he  rushed  to 
the  scene. 

"But  where  is  the  family?"  asked  Mike 
nervously  of  a  nearby  fireman. 

"A  woman  and  three  children  got  to 
safety,"  replied  the  fireman  and  then 
continued  about  his  business. 

"So,  Pat  and  two  of  his  little  ones  ars 
still  in  the  burning  building?  That's 
bad!"  exclaimed  Mike  in  bewilderment. 

He  watched  the  firemen  rush  around 
carrA-ing  out  the  orders  of  their  chief. 
He  saw,  in  a  daze,  the  streams  played 
on  the  house,  now  almost  a  furnace  of 
flames. 

"What  is  he  going  to  do?  Why,  is 
thet  young  fella  crazy?"  cried  Mike  to 
a  man  nearby.  ''Why,  to  go  in  thet 
house  is  jist  like  committin'  suicide!" 

"That's  the  life  of  a  fireman,  my 
friend,"  said  the  man. 

"Oh!     Oh!"  groaned  Mike  ringing  his 

hands,  "and  we  were  talking  about  

bless  us  he  has  brought  the  two  children 
to  safety!"  exclaimed  Mike  in  excite- 
ment. 

"Hi  there,  don't  ye  vinture  back  in 
there,"  he  yelled,  as  the  fireman  turned 
to  make  the  final  plunge. 

But  he  was  gone  and  Mike  thought  it 
was  to  his  death.  No,  something  strange 
was  coming  over  him  but  he  felt  sure  that 
everything  would  come  out  all  right. 

Crash!  !  The  staircase  had  fallen! 
Now  they  were  trapped!  What,  was 
there  another  fireman  going  in?  No, 
but  what  were  they  doing? 


Through  a  back  window  the  head  and 
shoulders  of  a  fireman  could  be  seen. 
He  was  half  holding  up  something.  It 
was  Pat.  Hurry,  there's  not  a  moment 
to  be  lost! 

Mike  saw  a  dozen  or  more  firemen 
form  a  circle.  They  were  holding  a  net. 
Would  Pat  be  saved? 

There,  the  fireman  was  thrusting  him 
forward,  carefully,  gently.  He  was  drop- 
ping! He  was  in  the  net!  In  another 
moment  Pat  was  put  into  an  ambulance 
and  rushed  away. 

The  fireman  himself  leaped  to  safety 
just  as  the  roof  caved  in.  People  hid 
their  faces  thinking  he  had  perished,  but 
when  they  uncovered  them,  their  faces 
lit  up  with  joy  at  seeing  him  alive  but 
somewhat  overcome  by  smoke. 

Mike  shed  a  few  thankful  tears  and 
went  home  to  tell  Pat's  wife  the  good 
news,  for  she  and  her  five  little  ones  had 
taken  refuge  there. 

On  Monday  evening  Mike  went  to  see 
Pat  and  held  a  newspaper  in  front  of 
him. 

"Young  Fireman  Awarded  Medal," 
the  headline  ran. 

The  two  men  looked  at  each  other  in 
silence.  After  a  moment  Pat  said,  "A 
diamond  midal  isn't  good  enuf  for  thet 
young  fella.  He  ought  to  git  more  thin 
wan." 

"Ye're  right,"  answered  Mike  and  the 
argument  was  settled  for  all  time. 

RosANNA  Henry,  '26. 


FirelighH 


SEATED  before  an  open  fire  was  a 
little,  old  woman — knitting.  The 
fire  served  to  heat  and  light,  at  the  same 
time,  the  tiny  room  of  the  cabin.  Some- 
times it  cast  eerie  shadows  across  the 


room,  making  the  little,  old  woman  ap- 
pear ghastly — unreal  in  an  unreal  sur- 
rounding; and  at  times  the  fire  threw 
forth  such  a  soft,  tender  radiance  that 
it  transformed   the  slight   figure   seated 
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before  it  into  a  being  indescribably 
sweet,  ethereal. 

Shielded  by  the  blackness  of  the  night 
and  by  the  thick  pines  around  the  cabin, 
I  watched  her  through  a  window,  I  felt 
like  an  intruder.  What  right  had  I  to 
spy  on  this  unsuspecting  soul?  I  half 
decided  to  go  away,  but  there  was  some- 
thing— an  intangible,  indefinable  some- 
thing about  this  old  woman  that  fasci- 
nated me,  held  me  spell-bound. 

She  was  knitting — knitting  tirelessly 
and  unceasingly.  Her  eyes  were  on  the 
fire  always.  Sometimes  a  smile  would 
play  over  her  sharp  features — a  smile 
that  accentuated  the  length  of  her  face, 
the  prominence  of  the  chin  and  the  thin, 
sensitive  lips  poised  over  firm,  healthy 
teeth,  somewhat  irregular  and  slightly 
protruding. 

What  was  she  thinking  of,  this  little  old 
woman?  What  was  it  that  riveted  her 
gaze  on  the  fire? 

Slowly,  slowly  a  tear  formed  in  her 
eye,  grew  larger  always  and  then  trickled 
slowly — oh,  ever  so  slowly — down  her 
withered  cheek. 

I  wanted  to  iiish  in;  I  wanted  to  com- 
fort this  poor  old  soul  who,  in  this  minute 
looked  so  forlorn,  so  alone!     I  dared  not. 


Firelight  is  subtle,  cunning.  At  first 
it  is  so  inviting;  the  warmth  of  its  rays 
is  so  tempting.  But  once  it  has  one 
enmeshed  in  its  net,  it  ceases  to  be  the 
inspiring  friend  it  pretended  to  be.  In- 
stead it  sets  a  stage  whereon  it  jeeringly, 
mockingly  portrays  the  folly  of  one's 
life. 

Perhaps  the  little  old  woman  was 
now  looking  back  on  what  might  have 
been.  Perhaps,  in  the  fire,  she  saw  the 
mistakes  she  unknowingly  made — mis- 
takes that  changed  the  course  of  her  life. 

But  firelight  is  not  always  cunning.  It 
is  comforting  at  tunes — comforting  and 
soulful.  It  offers  a  haven  to  the  weary; 
it  stretches  out  comforting  arms  and  is 
ever  welcoming. 

Perhaps  then  the  little  old  woman 
saw  comfort  in  the  warm  rays  of  the  fire 
and  was  tearful  in  her  gratitude. 

Once  again  that  feeling  of  intrusion 
came  over  me.  Who  was  I  to  pry  into 
this  woman's  inner  thoughts?  What 
right  had  I  to  watch  her  covertly?  Re- 
luctantly, therefore,  I  turned  away  from 
this  scene  which  held  such  a  peculiar 
fascination  for  me  and  I  wandered  aim- 
lessly into  the  blackness  of  the  night. 

Eva  N.  Kneznek,  '25. 


To  a  Cataract 


Scuff,  swish,  scurry — 

Flowing  in  a  hurry ; 

Up  and  down 

You  leap — 

You  bound,  hit  and  turn. 


Now  you  slowly  crawl. 
Wavelets  neither  rise  nor  fall. 
Soft  ripples 
Ruffle- 
Drops  dripple,  calmly  you  flow. 


Now  you  bend  and  twist; 

Around  you  is  a  mist. 

How  you  spit. 

Spatter, 

Roar.     Oh  you  brook  caprice! 

Gertrude  Bataitis,  '25. 
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A  Wamini 


^  I  ^HERE  are  three  kinds  of  people  in 
■*-  this  world — those  who  are  brave, 
those  who  think  they  are,  and  those  who 
know  they  aren't.  Disarming  frankness, 
I  have  been  told,  is  a  great  factor  in  infiii- 
eneing  people;  so,  with  disarming  frank- 
ness I  place  myseK  in  the  third  class. 
Shamelessly  I  confess  that  I  am  a  mental, 
moral,  and  phj'sical  coward.  Only  too 
well  do  I  realize  that  should  a  burglar 
fire  a  gun  in  my  general  direction  one  of 
these  nights,  I  should  not  have  the  mental 
stamina  to  look  him  straight  in  the  eye 
(as  we  are  told  is  the  proper  way  to  sub- 
due wild  animals),  especially  if  I  could 
not  be  sure  that  it  was  the  "window  of 
his  soul"  I  was  staring  at  and  not  the  end 
of  his  revolver.  Neither  would  I  have 
the  moral  courage,  even  tho  by  every 
statute  of  law  and  order  I  knew  that  the 
silver  in  his  sack  rightfully  belonged  to 
me,  to  face  him  with  calm  logic  in  the 
hope  of  refomiing  him.  Furthermore, 
my  flesh  being  peculiarh'  sensitive  to 
little  round  holes  bored  in  it,  even  my 
physical  courage,  I  regret  full}-  state,  is 
rather  of  a  shrinking  nature.  I  admit 
brazenly,  ostentatiously,  and  without 
the  least  desire  to  conceal  the  fact,  that  I 
should  duck  under  the  bed  and  remain 
there  until  the  marauder  had  departed, 
or  had  died  of  old  age  waiting  for  me  to 
reappear. 

Perhaps  from  this  introduction  you 
have  drawn  the  correct  conclusion  that 
I  am  not  one  of  those  youthful  demi- 
gods who  roam  the  pages  of  the  romantic 
novel;  nor  do  I  lay  claim  either  to  such-a- 
one's  Grecian  pi-ofile  or  his  courageous 
bearing  in  the  face  of  those  difficulties 
which'  continually  arise  in  "God's  coun- 
try" where  "men  are  men."  In  Shake- 
speare's grandiloquent  words,  "The  tiiith 
will  out,"  and  personally  I  prefer  to  in- 


form ni}'  readers  of  my  true  charactei', 
which  is  fearsome  and  timid,  rather  than 
have  them  learn  it  from  the  willing  lips 
of  others. 

However,  altho  I  realized  from  an  early 
age  that  this  state  of  affairs  was  true, 
I  did  not  ardently  regret  it,  did  not  even 
consciously  think  of  it  until  an  incident 
occurred  which  rocked  my  soul  to  its 
verj''  foundations,  which  changed,  for 
me  at  least,  the  aspect  of  the  whole 
world,  and  which  left  seared  on  the  very 
core  of  my  being  an  unforgetable  horror 
of  strange  places,  of  famous  people,  and 
of  extinct,  prehistoric  monsters.  It  so 
undermined  my  constitution  that  I  was 
forced  to  give  up  my  prosperous  business, 
abandon  my  dear,  though  bothersome, 
famil}^,  seclude  myself  from  this  terrif jang 
world,  and  seek  a  remote  corner  of  the 
earth  where  I  now  look  forth  from  my 
hermit's  hut  upon  the  perilous  byways 
of  life  with  terror-haunted  ej-es. 

Only  my  duty  to  manldnd  and  my 
desire  to  prevent  others  from  undergoing 
a  similar  experience  impel  me  to  relate 
that  horrible  adventure  which  I  encount- 
ered in  the  innocent  search  of  "art  for 
art's  sake." 

At  the  time  when  this  episode  occurred, 
I  was  in  New  York  on  a  business  trip. 
However,  my  work  kept  me  only  until 
about  half-past  four  and  finding  that  I 
had  a  few  hours  to  spare  before  train 
time,  I  wandered  over  to  the  Public 
Museum  in  search  of  entertainment. 
The  place  was  thronged,  however,  when 
I  arrived  and  it  was  with  unconcealed 
relief  that  I  dropped  at  length  upon  an 
obscure  seat  in  a  shadowed  corner  of  the 
big  room.  For  a  time  I  watched  the 
enthusiasm  of  these  seekers  of  beauty 
with  the  polite  interest  of  the  intelligent 
business  man  who  does  not  understand. 
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But  at  length  my  attention  languished, 
my  head  began  to  nod,  and  presently  I 
was  sound  asleep. 

I  am  not  at  all  sure  what  it  was  that 
aroused  me.  Perhaps  it  was  the  prompt- 
ing of  my  subconscious  mind,  and  again, 
perhaps  it  was  only  the  unaccustomed 
stiffness  of  my  cramped  muscles.  It  is 
enough,  aye,  too  much,  that  I  was  aroused, 
aroused  to  such  a  nightmare  of  horror 
as  ever  befell  a  timorous  man. 

A  ghastly,  bluish  ray  of  light  on  a 
marble  floor  was  the  only  illumination  in 
this  chamber,  fraught,  for  me  at  least, 
with  unknown  perils.  I  had  not  the 
faintest  recollection  of  where  I  was,  nor 
of  how  I  got  there;  I  was  in  a  totally 
unfamiliar  world.  Immediately  cold  ter- 
ror seized  me,  that  awful,  unreasoning 
terror  experienced  by  an  imaginative 
child  left  alone,  for  the  fu^st  time,  in  the 
dark.  As  my  eyes  fell  upon  a  tall,  white- 
robed,  ghostly,  but  armless  figure  in  the 
far  corner  of  the  room,  I  uttered  a  piercing 
shriek  and  swooned  shudderingly  back 
upon  my  stony  bench.  Slowly  I  hfted 
despairing  eyes  to  verify  this  horrible 
spectacle.  Oh,  horror  upon  horror!  The 
cadaverous  thing  seemed  to  waver  in 
the  deathlike  radiance,  seemed  to  ad- 
vance, seemed  to  menace  me  with  its 
sawed  off  arms.  A  clammy  chill  chased 
its  way  up  and  down  my  spine,  which  I 
have  already  acknowledged  to  bs  a  pure, 
unadulterated  shade  of  yellow.  There 
flashed  into  my  mind  a  ridiculously 
twisted  bit  of  my  high-school  Virgil, 
''My  voice  stood  on  end  and  my  hair 
stuck  in  my  throat."  Even  at  this 
crucial  point,  I  recall  that  I  had  time  to 
smile  at  this  original  version  of  the  feelings 
of  Aeneas.  But  my  sense  of  humor  did 
not  suffice  to  carry  me  over  this  critical 
situation.  Happening  to  glance  back  over 
my  shoulder,  my  fear-sharpened  eyes 
made  out  the   dim   outlines  of  a  huge 


warrior  in  a  full  coat  of  mail  posed  in  the 
act  of  plunging  his  great  spear  into  my 
defenceless  head.  Out  of  the  corner  of 
my  eye  I  perceived  on  my  right  what  I 
supposed  to  be  three  hapless  brother 
victims  twined  in  the  folds  of  a  gleaming, 
monstrous  sea  serpent!  This  was  too 
much!  Terror  lent  wings  to  my  feet  and 
blindly,  heedlessly,  I  fled  for  some  place, 
any  place  where  I  might  escape  these 
awful  fiends.  Enormous  monsters,  mis- 
shapen humans  clutched  at  me  in  my 
flight,  but  at  length  I  gained  the  en- 
trance to  another  room.  Here,  I  recoiled 
upon  the  threshold!  I  had  jumped  from 
the  frying  pan  into  the  fire!  Directly  in 
front  of  me,  my  hypnotized  optics  fast- 
ened themselves  upon  the  most  unbe- 
lievable of  creatures,  a  vast  and  mas- 
sive beast!  The  incredibly  huge  dino- 
saur! Every  bone  in  its  towering  body 
stood  out  in  the  haggard  light;  its  reared 
head  seemed  to  challenge  me  to  battle, 
and  the  pale  glow  of  its  eye  seemed  to 
gleam  with  a  blood-lust!  It  is  necessary 
to  say  that  I  did  not  linger  long  in  this 
vicinity?  Indeed,  one  would  have  sworn, 
from  the  remarkable  haste  I  showed,  that 
I  had  urgent  business  elsewhere!  Well, 
so  I  did! 

To  tell  all  the  hideous  adven- 
tures which  befell  me  that  night,  to  re- 
count in  detail  each  of  my  fearsome  en- 
counters, to  describe  all  the  peculiar  and 
awful  sights  I  witnessed,  would  un- 
doubtedly fill  the  pages  of  a  good-sized 
book,  and  would  also,  I  greatly  fear,  give 
each  and  every  one  of  my  readers 
nervous  prostration;  but  still  there  re- 
mains one  particularly  vivid  incident  to 
be  narrated. 

After  I  had  roamed  for  what  seemed 
years  to  my  fevered  imagination,  escap- 
ing one  carnivorous  monster  but  to  fall 
into  the  clutches  of  another,  I  encountered 
in  a  long  and  dismal  corridor  a^  figure 
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which  effected  a  complete  convulsion  in 
my  mind.  It  was  that  of  a  naked  man, 
crouched  in  just  that  position  we  had 
cultivated  in  tin-owing  weights  at  college. 
In  his  hand  he  grasped  a  huge  piece  of 
metal,  preparatoiy  to  ciushing  in  my  head. 

With  the  courage  born  of  despair,  I 
exulted  that  here  at  last  was  a  human 
advereaiy  with  whom  to  grapple.  With 
a  tremendous  leap — I  still  recall  it  with 
wonder — I  sprang  for  his  throat,  a  tiger- 
like growl  rumbling  in  my  own. 

To  my  infinite  astonishment,  however, 
the  head  of  my  opponent  broke  off 
cleanlj^  at  my  very  fu'st  tackle,  and  taking 
a  neat  nose-dive,  I  banged  my  skull  into 
that  solid,  too,  too  solid,  stone  corridor. 
Thereupon,  I  sank  into  merciful  uncon- 
sciousness, into  restful  oblivion. 


Hours  later,  with  a  cool  and  all-en- 
veloping bandage  on  my  head,  I  awak-" 
ened  to  the  soothing  murmur  of  voices. 
One  nurse  was  saying  to  the  other,  'Tt's 
a  wonder  he  didn't  kill  himself!  As  it  is, 
he  will  probably  be  insane  for  life!  I 
onty  hope  he  has  enough  money  to  pay 
for  that  'Discus  Bowler'  and  the  other 
pieces  of  statuary  he  broke!"  Grate- 
fully, I  sank  back  into  blissful  uncon- 
sciousness. 

Yes,  this  was  the  cause  of  my  ruin, 
and  earnestly  I  entreat  you  not  to  commit 
this  same  blunder!  Do  not  ever,  ever  go 
to  sleep  in  a  strange  museum  and  allow 
the  janitor  to  overlook  you,  especially, 
if  you  are  a  fearsome  and  timorous 
man! 

G.  Potter,  '25. 


AS  usual,  I  hurried  to  my  room, 
tripped  down  the  aisle  and  fell 
into  vay  seat  just  as  the  bell  rang  in 
threatening,  cheerless  tones. 

I  heaved  a  sigh  of  relief;  but  opening 
my  desk,  I  found  it  looking  a  little  worse 
than  usual.  It  was  filled  to  the  top  with 
newspapers,  pencils,  books,  a  gym  suit, 
papers,  and  other  junk — in  short,  to  call 
it  my  private  waste  basket  would  have 
l)een  a  compliment. 

As  the  principal  entered  the  room,  I 
turned  my  eyes  from  that  never-clean 
desk. 

"Miss  Snyder!"  the  teacher  shot  at 
me,  "March  3'ourself  down  to  the  office! 
Perhaps  in  the  future  you  will  learn  to 
keep  your  desk  in  order." 

I  was  certainly  shocked,  but  managed 
to  escape  from  the  room  and  from  the 
pitying  glances  of  the  other  pupils. 

My  feelings  while  walking  down  the 
corridor  with  the  principal  can  not  be 
described.     Mv  heart  beat  so  fast  and 


my  knees  shook  so  much  that  I  felt  like 
a  "coon  jigger."  That  principal  did  walk 
fast — so  fast  that  I  had  to  hurry  to  keep 
up.  On  coming  to  the  top  of  the  staircase, 
he  gently  jerked  me  by  the  ear  and  fairly 
dragged  me  down  the  stairs. 

At  the  office  door,  the  principal  stopped 
to  get  his  breath  and  gave  me  time  to 
wonder  whether  I  should  be  demolished 
or  not.  He  opened  the  door  and  pulled 
my  ear  so  hard  that  I  began  to  wish  I 
had  no  ears;  but  then,  he  might  have 
taken  me  by  the  neck. 

My  ear  was  almost  coming  off  when 
I  awoke  and  found  my  mother  bending 
over  me,  pulling  it  vigorously. 
"Time  to  get  up,"  she  said. 
"OH!     I'm  glad  you  awoke  me  early." 
"This  is  something  unusual." 
"Well,  don't  ever  pull  me  by  the  ear 
again.     I've  had  too  much  of  it.     I'm 
going  to  clean  my  desk  this  morning.     A 
dream  to  the  wise  is  sufficient." 

Edna  Snyder,  '27. 
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It  is  a  slender,  blue-gray  vase 
That  holds  a  single  yellow  rose, 
Which  lights  completely  all  the  place 
And  cheerfulness  about  it  throws. 


The  bravest  sunbeam  ventures  in 
Thru  dark  and  drawn  and  cooling  blinds; 
It  sees  its  bright  and  glowing  twin 
And,  seeing,  sanctuary  finds. 

M.    I.    LiNDEBERG,  '25. 


largaret  Gets  Her  T 


TO  begin  with,  Margaret  Curtain  was 
a  librarian.  For  nearly  six  years 
she  had  held  this  position  in  the  public 
library  of  Burton.  In  all  her  years  of 
experience  nothing  thrilling  had  ever 
happened  to  her.  Of  course,  once  or 
twice  some  boys  had  played  a  prank 
on  her,  such  as  putting  a  toy  snake  be- 
tween the  cover  and  the  last  page  of  the 
book,  to  greet  her  as  she  prepared  to 
stamp  it.  Yet  nothing  really  important 
or  exciting  had  ever  happened. 

Margaret  yawned  impatiently.  It  was 
six  o'clock  and,  besides  being  very  tired, 
she  hadn't  even  had  her  supper.  The 
night  librarian  usually  arrived  at  6.15 — 
Margaret's  duties  then  ending  for  the 
day.  Thinking  that  the  other  librarian 
might  come  a  little  earlier,  and  as  there 
was  no  one,  excluding  herself,  in  the 
library,  she  got  her  coat,  hat,  and  pocket- 
book,  and  slung  them  over  the  back  of 
her  chair. 

As  Margaret  was  in  the  midst  of  an- 
other yawn,  the  door  opened  and  a  tall, 
foreign-looking  man  entered.  Going  to 
her  desk,  he  politely  asked  for  a  book  on 
the  life  of  Abraham  Lincoln.  Margaret 
was  on  the  point  of  telling  him  that  he 
had  legs,  and  that  the  book  could  be 
found  if  he  hunted  long  enough  among  the 
biographies  of  famous  men.  On  second 
thought,  however,  she  decided  that  she 
might  as  well  find  it,  for  she  knew  the 
exact  spot  where  it  was  to  be  found,  and 


thereby  could  get  rid  of  him  more  easily. 
"I'm  in  no  special  hurry,"  called  the 
man  as  she  started  to  go,  "you  may  take 
all  the  time  you  want." 

"He's  mighty  thoughtful,"  mused 
Margaret;  "^if  he  wasn't  in  a  hurry,  he 
could  have  got  it  himself,  and  saved 
me  the  trouble,  or  at  least  he  could  have 
asked  for  a  book  that  was  nearer,  not  the 
the  very  last  booth.  You  bet  I'll  not 
hurry."  Thus  it  was  that  after  a  few 
minutes  Margaret  returned.  Not  seeing 
the  man  near  the  desk,  she  went  into  the 
reading  room,  thinking  that  probably  he 
might  have  wanted  to  read  a  magazine 
while  he  was  waiting.  But  the  man  was 
not  there.  Margaret  was  now  really 
angry.  If  he  wanted  the  book,  he 
should  have  been  polite  enough  to  wait 
for  it.  Soon,  however,  her  anger  turned 
to  fright  and  horror.  The  chair  was 
empty — gone  was  her  fur  coat,  her  new 
hat,  and  a  pocketbook  containing  all  her 
money.  With  trembling  fingers  Margaret 
opened  the  money  drawer — it,  too,  was 
empty.  Then,  shouting  with  fright  and 
horror  she  rushed  to  the  door — locked. 
Margaret  was  terror-stricken.  Little 
good  screaming  and  shouting  did.  The 
thick  walls  of  the  library  held  in  the 
sound,  sending  back  to  Margaret  only 
the  echoes  of  her  own  cries.  Margaret 
feebly  reached  her  chair  and  sank  limply 
into  the  soft  seat.  "One  never  knows 
when  he  is  luckiest,"  she  reflected  bitterly. 
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''There  are  certainly  worse  things  than 
quiet." 

"Will  you  please  give  me  a  book  on 
the  life  of  Abraham  Lincoln?" 

]\Iargaret  started.  Opening  her  eyes 
she  discovered  the  other  librarian  who  was 
glancing  at  her  rather  curiously. 

''Why,  what  is  the  matter?  You're 
shaking  all  over!"  anxiously  inquired  the 
night  librarian. 

"Nothing,"  was  the  i-esponse.  "I  was 
a  little  tired  and  must  have  fallen  asleep 
while  waiting  for  you.  I  did  have  a 
frightful  dream,   though.     By   the   way 


did  you  ask  for  something  when  you  came 
in  a  short  time  ago?" 

''I  did — I  thought  there'd  be  fun  if  you 
thought  it  was  someone  else,  so  I  asked 
for  a  book  on  the  life  of  Abraham  Lincoln, 
I  think  it  was." 

"What  a  strange  coincidence,"  mur- 
mured Margaret,  as  she  slowly  put  on  hei- 
coat. 

"What  is?" 

But,  as  Margai'et  was  then  out  of 
hearing  distance,  the  question  remained 
unanswered. 

Rose  Perlmutter,  '27. 


APRIL  29.  To-day  the  gang  went 
to  the  hut  and  formed  a  new  club. 
We  are  going  to  call  it  the  "Protective 
Club."  The  reason  that  we  have  it  is 
to  give  eveiy  fellow  who  breaks  a  window 
or  anj-thing,  a  good  beating.  Next 
Wednesday  there's  going  to  be  a  full 
moon, — the  calendar  says  so — an  we  are 
going  to  initiate  Danny  Chapman  and 
Bobby  Ruthven.  It's  going  to  be  great! 
We'll  make  them  "Bally-Holers."  Bobby 
is  so  fat,  and  his  fat,  red  face  will  get 
ten  times  redder  and  fatter  when  we 
give  him  the  icicle  test.  As  for  Danny, 
he'll  shrink  to  half  his  size  when  we  plaj' 
the  heavy-weight  trick  on  him.  He's 
so  tall  tho',  that  it  wouldn't  hurt  him  to 
be  a  little  shorter.  He's  the  tallest  one 
in  the  gang. 

May  6.  One  week  later.  The  ini- 
tiation was  the  best  3'et,  and  a  good  time 
was  had  by  all  but  Danny  and  Bobby. 
For  the  first  thing  on  our  progi'am,  we 
blindfolded  Bobby.  We  took  a  piece 
of  sharply  pointed  ice — Skixy  got  it 
from  his  mother's  ice-chest — and  pressed 
it  on  the  back  of  Bobby's  neck,  making 
believe  we  were  cutting  him.     He  was 


shivering  like  a  leaf.  Then  we  let  some 
warm  water  flow  and  trickle  on  it,  and 
we  told  him  his  neck  was  bleeding  like 
everj^hing!  He  was  ready  to  cry.  Then 
came  Danny's  turn.  We  took  him  into 
the  secret  room  and  showed  him  a  hundred 
pound  weight.  We  let  him  lift  it  to 
make  sure  it  wasn't  a  fake — it  isn't. 
We  tied  him  up  and  laid  him  on  the 
floor.  Then  we  hooked  the  weight  on  a 
pulley  which  would  drop  right  on  Danny's 
head.  We  would  let  the  pulley  down 
with  a  jerk,  and  stop  it  just  before  it 
reached  Danny's  frightened  head.  Then 
suddenly  Billy — he's  one  of  the  members 
— put  out  the  light.  At  the  same  time, 
I  bounced  a  big  rubber  ball  on  Danny's 
face.  He  was  quite  certain  it  was  the 
hundred  pound  weight,  and  he  started 
yelling,  "Oh!  I'm  dead,  the}'-  smashed 
my  head  and  I'll  get  a  licking  from  my 
mother!  Ow-w-w!"  He  certainly  looked 
sheepish  and  funny  when  the  light  was 
again  turned  on. 

June  26.  I'm  going  to  run  away. 
Dad  told  me  if  I  didn't  get  good  marks 
on  my  report  card,  he  would  never  let 
me  out  of  the  house.     He  said  he  would 
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lock  me  in  the  attic  forever.  I  wasn't 
promoted.  A  book  I  read  told  about 
the  great  open  lands  of  the  West.  There 
are  no  schools  there  to  bother  a  young 
man  like  me.  I  know  how  to  lasso  and 
jump  on  a  galloping  horse  when  it's 
going  fast — I  tried  it  on  our  saw-horse. 
I  guess  I'll  go  there. 

June  27.  Everybody  is  against  a 
young  fellow  like  me.  Last  night  when 
I  had  had  supper — I  ate  a  lot  so  that  it 
would  do  for  quite  a  while — I  took  a 
bundle  with  some  of  my  things  in  it.  I 
put  in  a  clean  shirt,  a  blouse  and  my 
lasso,  together  with  an  old  cowboy  hat 
which  the  club  bought  from  a  man  when 
the  circus  was  here.  I  also  had  my 
bank  which  I  broke  to  get  my  money 


out.  There  were  two  dollars  and  eighty- 
seven  cents.  I  figured  this  would  last 
me  until  I  got  to  New  York  on  a  freight 
train.  I  was  just  getting  onto  the  freight 
train  when  somebody  saw  me.  It  was 
Bill  McCall,  my  big  brother's  chum. 
He  pulled  me  off  and  made  me  go  home 
with  him,  I  wish  somebody  would 
lasso  him,  the  mean  old  thing!  When 
we  got  home,  Dad  looked  at  me  and 
scowled.  Then  he  sent  me  up  to  the 
attic  and  said  he'd  attend  to  me  the  first 
thing  in  the  morning.  I'm  writing  this 
by  the  light  of  one  little  candle.  I  hope 
I  die  before  I  wake  up  in  the  morning, 
because  I'll  get  a  licking  surely. 

J.  M.  Saelen,  '25. 


How  I  Defeated  Paavo  Nurmi 


"D 


kOES  Paavo  Nurmi  know  how  to 
run?" 

If  you  should  ask  me  that  question 
now,  I  should  without  hesitation  reply, 
"No."  Why  only  the  other  day  I  de- 
feated him  in  the  one-mile  run.  Here's 
the  way  I  did  it. 

One  day  I  heard  him  talking  about 
how  fast  he  was;  so  I  went  right  up  to 
him  and  said,  'T  challenge  you  to  run 
with  me  in  the  one  mile  race  if  you  think 
you're  so  fast." 

"Ha!  Ha!  I'll  leave  you  in  the  dust," 
said  he. 

So  we  set  the  date  and  the  place  of  the 
race.  I  went  home  and  took  down  the 
old  running  shoes  from  the  attic  and  I 
started  to  train  in  my  back  yard. 

The  day  of  the  race  arrived.  I  took 
my  old  running  shoes  and  started  for 
the  gym.  The  track  was  two  hundred 
yards  long.  It  was  very  slippery,  but 
it  did  not  bother  me  for  I  had  spikes  in 
my  shoes. 


Paavo  came  in  and,  after  shaking  hands, 
we  chose  a  judge  and  a  timer.  We  got 
into  our  places.  The  judge  took  his 
position. 

"Ready.    On  your  mark;  get  set.   Go." 

I  started  like  a  frightened  deer,  but 
poor  Paavo  just  took  one  step  and  fell. 
When  he  was  up  and  started,  I  was  two 
laps  ahead  of  him.  It  was  easy  for  me  to 
beat  him  now.  I  ran  in  perfect  time  and 
I  made  it  in  three  and  two-fifth  minutes. 

I  had  broken  a  world  record  and  de- 
feated the  famous  Nurmi.  My  trick  had 
worked. 

Before  Paavo  had  entered  the  gym,  I 
had  found  his  running  shoes  and  covered 
the  bottom  of  them  with  grease.  That's 
why  he  slipped  at  the  start  giving, 
me  a  chance  to  get  ahead  of  him. 

Of  course  I  haven't  told  any  one  about 
this  experience  because  I  do  not  want  to 
Spoil  Paavo's  carreer  in  America  and  I 
also  expect  you  to  keep  it  quiet. 

M.  C.  ScAMPiNi,  '26. 


THE  ARGUENOT 


ke§  A  DiiSreFence 


Never  stayed  out  late  at  night; 
Went  fishing  in  the  river. 
Never  went  around  with  girls 
Before  he  owned  a  "fiiver." 


Never  wished  to  travel  much, — 
Sometimes  rode  a  bike; 
He'd  never  go  up  town  by  car, — 
Said  he'd  rather  hike. 


His  father  alwaj's  had  a  car, 
Had  famil}'  rides,  3'ou  know; 
They  always  used  to  ask  him  why 
He  never  cared  to  go. 

He  used  to  be  quiet  sort ; 
He'd  never  ''cuss"  nor  swear. 
He  used  to  hang  around  a  lot — 
Never  had  a  care ; 


Never  used  to  pass  us  by; 
He'd  smile  and  say,  "Hello!" 
Never  had  to  borrow  cash — 
AlwaA's  had  some  "dough." 

I've  often  wondered  as  I  stood 
On  the  bridge  that  crossed  the  river, 
If  I,  too,  would  change  like  that 
If  I  but  owned  a  "fiiver." 

Peter  Clem,  '27. 


''The  Come^Baek'^ 


iiO  ROWN  in  for  Payne." 

-*-'  The  axe  had  fallen.  With  a 
funny,  sinking  feeling  in  his  heart,  Donald 
Payne,  star  forward  of  the  Larchemont 
High  School  Basket  Ball  Team,  ran  to  a 
seat  with  the  substitutes.  "Well,"  he 
thought, "I  knew  it  was  coming.  I  haven't 
played  as  well  as  usual  in  the  last  two  or 
three  games."  The  thought  of  the  ob- 
jective game  with  Ellis  the  following 
week  hurt  him.  "If  I  shouldn't  play  in 
that!     Horrors!" 

Soon  he  recovered  his  spirits  enough 
to  watch  the  game  and  he  had  to  admit 
to  himself  that  the  substitute  was  playing 
better  than  he  had  played.  He  dreaded 
to  go  home,  for  he  knew  he  would  be 
razzed  by  his  sister.  At  last  the  game 
ended;  he  dressed  as  quickly  as  possible 
and  went  home.  Fortunately  his  sister 
had  not  arrived  and  he  got  to  bed  without 
answering  his  mother's  queries  about  the 
game. 

In   the  privacy  of  his  (jwn   Ix'flroom, 


Donald  Payne  held  a  conference  with 
himself.  He  finally  came  to  a  growing 
realization  that  the  fault  lay  with  him- 
self. Brown  had  plugged  away  at  his 
studies  while  he  had  considered  himself 
sure  of  his  position,  and  had  not  practiced 
hard.  Now  the  positions  were  reversed 
and  he  must  prove  his  ability  before  the 
Ellis  game. 

All  that  week  he  practiced  faithfully, 
trying  hard  to  redeem  himself,  but  he 
had  to  be  content  with  playing  on  the 
second  team.  With  the  last  practice, 
however,  came  the  final  blow.  Donald 
Payne,  erstwhile  athlete  of  the  Larche- 
mont High  School,  was  forced  to  listen 
to  the  lineup  of  a  game  without  his  name 
on  it.  The  first  time  in  three  years! 
At  the  game  that  night,  Donald  Payne 
showed  the  five  qualities  that  go  to  make 
a  good  loser.  None  but  his  intimate 
friends  knew  the  turmoil  that  was  shaking 
his  very  soul.  Everyone  admii'ed  his 
charactoi'. 
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The  game  went  well  for  Larchemont 
during  the  first  quarter,  but  in  the  second 
period  the  defense  of  the  team  seemed  to 
fail  and  their  opponents  led  at  half  time — 
twenty  to  ten.  During  the  half  Mr. 
Rollins,  the  coach,  came  in  and  gave  the 
team  some  encouragement.  He  told 
them  that  they  must  win  the  game,  for 
him  if  not  for  anyone  else.  As  they 
filed  out  again,  Mr.  Rollins  caught  Don- 
ald's eye  and  kept  him  back. 

"Payne,"  he  said,  "You  know  why 
you're  not  playing,  don't  you?" 

"Yes,  sir.     I  was  too  good  to  practice." 

"I'm  glad  you  know  it.  The  first 
chance  I  get,  you're  going  on  there, 
Payne,  and  don't  forget.  Play  the  game 
and  plaj^  it  hard.     That's  all." 

The  second  half  had  scarcely  begun, 
when  the  Ellis  team  caged  a  succession 
of  rapid  shots,  and  were  leading,  thirty 
to  ten.  The  coach  arose:  "Payne,"  he 
called.     Donald  arose  and  went  to  him. 

"Don't  forget,  my  boy,  what  I.  told 
you.     Get  in  there." 

Donald  pulled  off  his  sweater  and 
rushed  into  the  fray.  He  seemed  to 
arouse  the  team  and  they  played  as  they 
had  never  played  before.  He  soon  solved 
the  Ellis  defense  and  at  the  end  of  the 


third  period,  Ellis  was  only  leading  by 
eight  points.  The  crowd  was  calling 
for  a  victory  and  the  team  seemed  in- 
spired by  their  support.  Donald  was 
a  team  in  himself.  He  was  everywhere 
he  was  needed,  so  accurate  was  his  shoot- 
ing that  they  had  only  three  points  to 
tie,  with  a  minute  to  play.  Smith,  the 
other  forward,  caged  another  basket  and 
there  was  but  one  point  to  get,  with  just 
thirty  seconds  left.  The  Ellis  defense 
tightened ;  they  were  playing  a  man-f or- 
man  defense  that  was  hard  to  penetrate, 
and  it  seemed  that  the  game  was  lost. 
Suddenly  Donald  got  the  ball,  dribbled 
half-way  down  the  floor,  lost  the  ball, 
recovered,  and  caged  a  basket  from  over 
half  the  distance  of  the  floor,  and  the 
game  was  won! 

Oh!  what  cheering!  The  crowd  picked 
Donald  up  on  their  shoulders  and  marched 
all  over  the  floor.  The  coach  came  over 
and  congratulated  him  on  his  fine  game. 
Donald  Payne  knew  that  he  had  learned 
one  great  lesson  in  life  that  he  would 
not    forget. 

Ever  since  this  game,  Donald  Payne 
has  been  known  among  his  friends  as 
"The  Come-back." 

Wilbur  C.  Fay,  '27. 


H^ 


M 


0  teacher,  be  you  kind  to  me ; 

Judge  not  just  by  my  looks. 
Much  fairer  boys  no  doubt  you'll  see. 

But  not  so  good  at  books. 


Although  I  am  not  very  tall, 

I'm  not  entirely  dumb ; 
Though  there's  no  honey  free  from  gall, 

My  senses  are  not  numb. 


My  nose  is  long,  my  memory's  not, 
But  just  the  same  I  learn ; 

I  study  'till  my  eyes  grow  hot ; 
Good  marks  I  think  I  earn. 


Have  mercy,  teacher;   look  at  me; 

Observe  that  I  have  brain; 
And  I  shall  bow  my  head  to  thee, 

And  that  shall  be  thy  gain. 

0.  Johnson,  '25. 
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^  I  "'he  Libraiy — a  resting  place  for  the 
-■-  weaiy,  a  storehouse  for  the  knowl- 
edge seekers,  a  haven  for  the  crossword 
puzzlist,  a  heaven  for  the  "book  worm," 
a  useless  place  for  fools,  a  money-saver 
for  the  poor,  a  "gift  shop"  for  the  artist, 
the  di-amatist,  the  musician,  a  place  of 
labor  for  the  librarian,  a  rendezvous  for 
lovers.  Yes  indeed, — a  hospitable  host 
to  all  worth}'  guests,  to  men  and  women 
in  every  walk  of  life. 

I  say  to  all  worthy  guests,  "Aren't  all 
people  created  equal?  If  so,  aren't  they 
all  worthy  of  the  librar}-?"  No,  I  do  not 
believe  so.  The  worth}'  people  are  those 
who  go  there  to  find  something  of  value  in 
a  quiet  respectable  manner — those  who 
respect  other  people  insomuch  as  to  be 
quiet  when  they  are  within  its  colossal 
walls.  Many  who  go  there  do  not  in- 
tend to  intrude  on  other  people's  social 
rights — but       the}'      do,      nevertheless. 


Others  go  there  and  just  before  they 
enter,  they  seem  to  read  in  blazing  letters, 
"All  Ye  Who  Enter  Here  Must  Be  Ab- 
sblutely  Quiet  and  Pay  Attention  to 
Your  Own  Business."  It  is  hard,  very 
hard  for  some,  especially  for  those  of 
the  "High  School  Age":  Be  careful 
Seniors,  in  what  way  you  reflect  upon  your 
school.  Remember  you  are  a  "walking 
advertisement"  for  your  school.  Are 
j^ou  worthy  of  the  library? 

What  do  you  go  there  for?  To  satisfy 
your  conscience?  How  can  you  do  that 
if  you  sit  and  laugh  at  every  word  you 
see,  or  read  an  article  with  indifference, 
or  perhaps  read  "Life"  when  you  should 
be  reading  "Current  History."  Have 
respect  for  others,  think  about  some  self- 
respect,  be  quiet  and  mind  your  own 
business  when  you  go  to  the — Library. 

Lydia  Tollander,  '25. 


HAROLD  O'BRIEN  loved  himself 
the  lx!st  of  an3^one  he  knew,  and 
he  knew  a  great  many  people.  He  was 
doing  very  well  in  business,  and  prided 
himself  on  his  amateur  ability  in  making 
new  friends.  Does  he  primp?  No,  he 
doesn't  own  a  powder-puff,  but  he  has 
a  marcel  wave  which  would  make  one 
simply  sea-sick  to  look  at.  Honestly, 
it  took  him  exactly  one  hour  and  thirty 
minutes  to  get  ready  for  work  in  the 
morning,  and  I'm  not  cxagerating  a 
particle.  He  is  young  and  good-looking, 
only  he  knows  it,  and  that  just  spoils  him. 
"Bzzz-zzz!"  A  piercing  sound  from  a 
one-dollar  alarm  clock  announced  to 
Harold  that  it  was  six-thirty,  and  time 
to  rise  from  dream-land.     After  several 


desperate  efforts  to  pry  open  his  eyes 
and  gaze  about  him,  he  gave  one  jump 
out  of  bed  and  landed  heavily  on  the  pet 
dog,  Elias,  who  gave  a  frantic  yelp  of 
pain  and  made  a  leap  for  the  door, 
which  he  reached  after  having  entangled 
himself  in  Harold's  spic-and-span  clean 
shirt  and  brand  new  crimson  necktie. 
Down  the  stairs  he  went  tumbling  head- 
over-heels,  till  he  reached  the  hall  door, 
entirely  wrapped  in  crimson  and  white. 
But  we  must  not  forget  Harold  in  our 
thoughts  of  Elias,  poor  pet! 

After  seeing  his  nice  necktie  and  shirt 
go  bouncing  down  stairs,  he  gave  a  groan 
of  despair  and  bounded  to  his  dresser, 
where  he  hastily  chose  a  purple  shirt  and 
an  orange  necktie  with  very  pretty  blue 
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stripes  in  it.  Next  he  put  on  a  pretty, 
bright  red  pair  of  silk  socks.  Now  he 
was  fully  satisfied  that  his  attirement 
was  perfect,  and  that  he  had  on  all  the 
colors  that  were  becoming  to  his  com- 
plexion and  marcel  wave. 

"Great  guns!  Hey,  Bob!  Where  did 
you  put  my  tooth  paste?"  Bob,  the 
kid  brother,  had  put  Harold's  shaving 
cream  where  his  tooth  paste  should  have 
been  and,  for  some  reason  or  other,  it 
did  not  have  the  same  effect  on  Harold's 
pretty  teeth  or  sweet  disposition.  After 
having  finished  this  tedious  work,  he 
made  a  grab  for  what  he  supposed  to  be 
the  ''Slikum"  bottle,  and  put  a  generous 
supply  on  that  beautiful  marcel  wave, 
combing  it  in  swiftly;  but,  as  he  was 
about  to  turn  out  the  light,  he  looked 
at  the  bottle,  and  it  was  labeled  "Perox- 
ide." Down  went  Harold's  head  under 
the  hot  water  faucet,  and  oh,  that  marcel 
wave!  It  just  simply  disappeared,  and 
we  will  go  on  the  supposition  that  Harold 
was  a  "peroxide  blond"!     What  luck! 

One  glance  at  the  clock — seven-fifteen! 
"Oh,  Gee!  Ma,  is  my  breakfast  ready?" 
Down  the  stairs  he  rushed,  in  the  mean- 
time trying  in  vain  to  disentangle  him- 
self from  the  white  shirt  and  crimson 
necktie,  which  the  dear  doggie  had  left 
in  the  middle  of  the  second  landing. 

"Suffering  sunfish!  Ma,  I  haven't 
time  to  eat  any  breakfast.  It's  seven- 
thirty  now.  Here  give  me  a  sandwich, 
and  I'll  take  an  egg  in  my  hand."  Dur- 
ing this  time  he  had  grabbed  for  his  hat 
and  coat,  stuffed  a  sandwich  into  one 
pocket,  put  on  one  glove,  and  took  an 
egg  in  the  other  hand.  Thus  clad,  and 
possessed  of  part  of  a  breakfast,  he 
started  out  of  the  door.  Zip!  He  caught 
the  belt  of  his  coat  on  the  door-knob,  and 
the  belt  of  his  coat  was  no  more. 

On  hearing  an  ear-splitting  scream, 
Mrs.  O'Brien  ran  to  the  window  just  in 


time  to  see  Harold  going  around  the 
corner  at  full  speed,  brushing  some  egg- 
shells, and  egg,  from  his  coat  sleeve. 
The  egg  had  not  been  cooked.  Alas! 
Harold  did  not  look  quite  so  spic-and- 
span  now! 

At  last,  and  on  time,  he  reached  his 
office,  dressed — I  think  so,  anyhow.  He 
saw  a  yellow  envelope  on  his  desk  and 
his  heart  sank.  Could  it  possibly  be 
that  he  was  fired?  In  a  daze  he  opened 
it,  looked  at  it — and  what  a  grand  and 
glorious  feeling!  It  was  a  fifteen  dollar 
raise  in  his  monthly  salary. 

This  seemed  to  give  him  some  incentive 
to  work,  and  he  sat  down  and  promptly 
became  absorbed  in  answering  letters 
for  the  firm.  Presently  his  mind  was 
distracted,  because  he  heard  two  of  the 
office  girls  discussing  the  new  office  ac- 
countant. Harold  had  not  seen  her, 
but  judged  by  Avhat  he  heard  that  she 
was  young,  very  pretty,  and  had  not,  as 
yet,  made  many  friends  in  town.  He 
decided  to  invite  her  out  to  lunch  and 
to  a  show  in  the  evening,  if  he  should 
meet  her. 

About  ten-thirty  he  heard  the  office 
door  open.  Yes,  it  was  she  of  whom  he 
had  heard  so  much!  She  was  very 
dignified,  extremely  pretty,  and  looked 
as  though  she  might  make  a  good  man- 
ager. 

The  superintendent  stepped  with  Miss 
Blair,  to  Harold's  desk,  and  after  a  formal 
introduction  left  them  alone,  to  become 
better  acquainted. 

"Er-ah-Miss  Blair,  may  I  ask  you  to 
take  lunch  with  me  this  noon?" 

"Thank  you  so  much — yes,  I  shall 
love  to,"  she  replied  pleasantly. 

Noon  came  and  Harold  kept  Miss  Blair 
waiting  for  five  whole  minutes,  while 
he  carefully  brushed  his  hair,  and  primped 
before  the  long  dressing  mirror.  While 
he    was    doing    this,    his    thoughts    ran 
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sometMng  in  this  order:  ''Oh  boy! 
Isn't  she  nice-looking?  I'll  bet  she  can 
cook,  and  sew,  and — an'  'neverthing;  and 
I've  just  had  a  nice  raise  in  nw  salary. 
I  could  furnish  a  nice  bungalow,  and 
we  could  be  married  in  about  two 
months." 

After  having  made  the  proper  apologies, 
he  escorted  her  to  the  ver^^  nicest  cafe 
in  town,  taking  particular  pains  to  select 
a  table  where  he  might  sit  opposite  a 
large  mirror.  He  then  ordered  the  very 
nicest  sort  of  a  lunch  for  her,  ever^'thing 
she  liked,  and  lots  of  it.  Everything 
went  nicely  and  after  an  hour  of  friendlj" 
chat  they  went  back  to  work,  and  Miss 
Blair  (so  Harold  thought)  was  as  nearh- 
perfect  as  an^-thing  could  be. 

Oh  my!     How  Harold  did  pat  himself 


on  the  back  when  going  home  from 
work!  He  would  call  her  up  after  supper, 
and  invite  her  to  go  to  a  show  with  him; 
then,  perhaps,  he  would  "pop  the  ques- 
tion." 

Promptly  at  six-thirty  he  rang  Miss 
Blair's  house,  and  asked  if  he  might 
speak  with  her. 

"Hello!  are  you  busy?  May  I  ask 
you  if  3^ou  would  accompany  me  to  a 
show  this  evening?" 

"Oh,  thank  you,  Mr.  O'Brien,  but  I 
can't.  You  see  it's  this  waj^  My  friends 
are  giving  me  a  reception  in  honor  of 
my  wedding  which  is  to  take  place  a 
week  from  tomorrow.  May  I  invite 
3^ou  to  be  a  guest  on  that  date?" 

Oh!     Harold! 

Jennie  Lamson. 


The  Comiiis 


IT  is  the  same  feeling  we  all  exiDcriencc. 
Spring  is  near.  Winter  is  dj'ihg 
hard,  now  and  then  using  the  occasion 
to  make  a  day  miserable  for  his  goaded 
enemies.  His  time  has  nearly  expired, 
however,  and  w?  all  wait  with  joj-ful 
anticipation — the  succession  of  Spring. 

The  frost  in  the  earth  is  loosening  under 
Sol's  persistent  efforts  in  uncertain  March 
weather.  The  ground,  when  stirred,  be- 
comes one  mass  of  yellow,  clinging  mud, 
the  kind  you  are  now  cleaning  from  your 
footwear.  The  weather  is  so  bewitching 
that  we  decide  to  take  the  car  out  for 
a  spin  after  its  annual  rest.  So  we  drive 
it  out  of  the  garage — and  that's  all. 
Then  comes  the  salvaging  process  wherein, 
after  much  dirty  plotting  and  work,  we 
get  her  out  of  the  subterranean  descent 
and  put  her  back  in  the  garage  for — tha 
coming  of  May. 

The  air  is  so  enticing  and  the  weather 
so  balmy  that  we  cannot  resist  the  appeal- 


ing temptation  of  a  walk  in  the  meadows. 
Everywhere  we  see  budding  hints  of 
nature's  coming  garb.  These  are  the 
incubators  of  summer,  these  meadows 
and  damp  woodlands.  One  must  come 
here  if  he  would  witness  nature's  matur- 
ing process.  The  red-breasted  robin  and 
azure-coated  blue  bird,  harbingers  of 
spring,  are  already  pealing  forth  the 
overture  of  the  opening  act.  Spring  is 
coming,  the  meadows  and  woods  are 
garbed  with  it,  the  skies  proclaim  it  and 
the  air  smells  of  it.  We  can  always  tell 
the  spring.  We  go  out  one  morning  and 
find  the  air  balmy  and  the  skies  blue; 
our  step  quickens  and  we  overwhelm 
our  fellowmen  with  cordial  greetings 
coming  from  a  depth  which  takes  our 
very  breath.  We  astonish  ourselves. 
We  have  all  the  symptoms  of  a  very 
severe  case  of  spring  fever. 

As  days  go  by,  these  symptoms  of  man 
and  earth  grow  more  pronounced.     The 
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violet  and  buttercup  are  in  bloom.  After 
a  tiresome  day's  work,  we  take  a  walk 
down  to  that  fountain  of  youth,  "the  oF 
swimmin'  hole."  There  we  see  youth  at 
his  best,  and  immediately  there  is  a  man 
in  with  the  youths.  We  find  ourselves 
young  again  in  this  cool,  soothing  lotion. 
Then  we  lie  on  the  bank,  carefree,  the 
picture  of  contentment,  while  old  Sol 
dries  us  off.  The  next  day  finds  as  full 
of  vim  and  happiness  after  the  tonic 
which  washed  years  away. 

It  is  the  same  way  with  our  spirit. 
All  through  our  lives  we  wait  far  the 
coming  of  May  with  the  same  eagerness. 
Sometimes  it  is  late  and  sometimes  early 
and,  sad  to  relate,  sometimes  it  never 


comes  at  all.  If  we  never  prepare  for 
the  spring,  after  the  winter  of  our  lives, 
we  never  in  any  conception  see  the  May. 
The  man  who  takes  life's  knocks  as  a  mat- 
ter of  course,  and  then  looks  for  the  silver 
lining,  is  the  man  who  conveys  the  real 
spirit  of  May.  This  is  a  dangerous 
period,  this  prelude  to  the  May.  The 
May  will  appear  to  be  what  you  make  it. 
If  you  do  not  look  for  it  and  appreciate 
its  coming,  you  will  not  experience  the 
delightful  relief  which  comes  with  it. 
The  May  like  all  else  has  more  than  one 
interpretation.  So  now  I  leave  you, 
too,  waiting  for  May. 

James  Doran,  '25. 


IN  MEMORY    OF    ONE    GONE — 
CHARLES  CLEMENTS 

Why  should  we  mourn  the  loss 
of  him 
Who  has  gone  to  better  lands 
Where  love,  not  hate,  dwells  in 
the  air. 
Where    the    God     of    justice 
stands? 

J.  P.,  '25. 


The 


)mui 


"S. 


0.  S.,  S.  0.  S."  cracked  the  wire- 
less in  the  little  amateur  station 
of  Bill  Hale.  To  his  practised  ear,  the 
dots  and  dashes  sounded  meant  just 
this  symbol.  He  knew  well  what  it 
signified — a  ship  must  be  sinking  outside 
the  cove.  He  couldn't  imagine  why, 
for  the  night  was  clearly  lit  by  the  moon, 
and  the  breakers  were  not  beating  with 
their  accustomed  fierceness  against  the 
rocks. 


There  was  just  one  boat  at  the  cove 
which  was  seaworthy — a  motor  boat 
called  the  "Center  Rush."  This  boat 
(named  by  a  football  player)  was  a  com- 
bination life-saver  and  guard  against 
smugglers,  for  much  smuggling  of  whisky 
was  tried  in  the  big  wide  cove. 

"S.  0.  S.,  S.  0.  S."  the  wireless  sounded 
again.  Then  it  gave  the  ship's  name  as 
the  "Mary  Allen,"  and  the  location  as 
15  miles  outside  the  cove.     This  was  far 
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from  sight  of  the  beach,  but  Bih  tele- 
phoned the  hfe  guards  just  the  same. 
They  answered,  ''^^e  wiU  venture  out 
that  far,  only  because  of  the  calm  sea. 
We  haven't  ever  heard  of  the  ship,  but 
that  isn't  very  extraordinary." 

He  felt  rather  glad  that  he  had  been 
of  some  use  saving  human  lives  and  he 
sat  back  in  the  easy-chair  of  the  little 
shack,  which  was  situated  outside  the 
town  of  Weather\'iew,  right  beside  the 
cove. 

He  had  sat  there  in  his  reverie  for  per- 
haps a  half  hoiu',  when  he  was  aroused 
by  the  flash  of  a  lantern  shining  in  his 
eyes  through  the  window.  He  boldly 
walked  out,  thinking  it  was  the  life- 
guards returning.  What  he  saw^  stunned 
him  for  a  moment.  There  on  the  beach 
were  about  three  men,  lugging  cases  on  to 
a  tiTJck  backed  up  to  a  motor  boat,  whose 
muffled  put-put  could  be  but  faintly 
heard.  He  stood  there,  first  with  curios- 
ity, and  then — as  the  real  business  came 
to  him — with  anger.  Here  he  was  alone 
in  the  cove,  the  town  too  far  off  for 
an  alarm  in  time,  and  the  motor  boat  and 
life  guards  off — somewhere  on  the  ocean. 

He  thought  of  a  year  ago — of  just  such 
a  night  as  this  when  Jim  Crocker  one  of 
his  best  life  guard  friends,  had  been 
cowardly  killed  on  the  beach  by  men 
like  these — smugglers — whom  he  had 
discovered  at  their  work. 

Bill  was  no  policeman,  life  guard  or  any 
other  official,  but  he  still  felt  that  it  was 
up  to  him  to  avenge  the  death  of  his 
friend  by  bringing  either  the  murdei'er, 
or  those  of  his  kind,  to  justice.  In  his 
mind  he  turned  over  the  different  ways 
of  capturing  them,  but  could  think  of 
nothing  feasible.  It  would  be  easy  to 
gain  the  truck  unobserved,  even  with  the 
bright  moon,  because  of  the  sand  dunes 
and  also  the  incautious  bustle  of  the  men 
hurrying  the  cargo  onto  the  truck,  })ut 


what  then?  He  couldn't  overpower  three 
grown  men! 

Finally  he  decided  that  by  boldness 
onlj'  could  they  be  captured.  He  crawled 
along  the  sand  carefully,  and  finally 
reached  the  truck.  The  men  were  bois- 
terous and  happy  over  having  landed  the 
cargo.  He  could  hear  disjointed  snatches 
of  talk  such  as,  "Fooled  'em,"  "Pretty 
soft,"  and  so  forth,  but  could  not  make 
sense  as  to  who  was  fooled  and  how.  He 
awaited  the  moment  when  all  the  men 
were  ashore  with  cases  from  the  boat. 
Then  he  jumped  from  behind  the  truck. 
Thej^  put  up  their  hands  at  his  request 
when  they  saw  the  light  of  the  lantern 
glint  on  something  nickel  in  his  hands. 
"March  up  to  that  shack,"  he  said,  "and 
no  tricks,"  and  march  they  did,  for  they 
were  sure  the  "jig  was  up." 

Silently  they  filed  into  the  shack  with 
hands  still  elevated.  They  were  bearded 
men,  with  guns  in  their  belts,  and  the 
one  who  seemed  the  leader,  answered 
the  meagre  description  of  Jim's  murderer. 
It  whetted  his  humor  to  see  these  big 
powerful  men  in  the  power  of  a  young 
fellow  like  himself.  They  all  sat  down 
on  a  bench  in  the  rear  of  the  shack,  and 
one  by  one^  their  guns  were  thrown  to 
Bill  when  he  asked  for  them.  He  picked 
them  up  and  sat  down  in  his  easy-chair 
near  the  door,  never  relaxing  his  vigilance 
for  a  second,  with  the  "gun"  still  in  his 
hand.  He  sat  there  for  two  hours  hoping 
for  aid.  He  was  afraid  he  would  doze 
off,  and  he  knew  that  that  would  be  fatal. 

Then  he  heard  voices  of  men  outside 
the  door.  In  came  the  life  guards.  The 
leader  started  to  say,  "What  was  the 
idea" — when  he  saw  the  men.  He 
looked  in  amazement  at  Bill  and  said, 
"What's  this?"  Bill  explained  rather 
wearily.  "Well,  I'll  be  boarded,  scuttled 
and  sunk!"  said  he.  "How  about  it  fel- 
lows?" 
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''You  said  it/'  answered  another. 
"Why,  we  were  just  coming  here  to  lay 
you  out,  for  leading  us  a  wild-goose 
chase  around  that  location  you  gave  us, 
for  there  was  nothing  but  the  sea  for 
miles  around  the  spot." 

"What!"   ejaculated  Bill. 

"That's  just  what  I  said,  brother." 

"Well.,  if  thej^  aren't  clever,"  resumed 
Bill.  "Can't  you  see,  fellows?  They 
lured  (from  some  other  wireless  station) 
the  only  motor  boat  we  had  out  of  the 
cove,  thinking  that  it  would  leave  a 
clear  coast." 


"But,  hey,  boys,"  he  added  laughingly, 
"you  had  better  present  me  with  a  re- 
volver, for  some  day  I  might  meet  some 
men  who  would  refuse  to  be  'held  up' 
by  a  nickel  flashlight." 

It  developed  later  that  the  leader  of 
the  gang  was  the  slayer  of  Jim  Crocker. 
He  was  given  a  term  of  life  imprisonment, 
when  convicted,  and  the  rest  of  the  gang 
received  shorter  sentences.  Imagination 
will  tell  the  reader  of  the  feelings  of  the 
''he"  men  when  they  found  out  how  they 
were  "held  up." 

Edmund  Caine,  '27. 


Ol/NIOR  Hiey)3^ 


In  ths  silver  clouds  an  image  I  see. 

It  floats  so  swiftly — Oh,  what  can  it  be? 

And  now  as  the  image  more  clearly  does 

grow, 
I  see  a  good  man  that  I  used  to  know! 

And  now  as  I  watch  it  fade  away, 

I  remember  that  that  was  Lincoln's  last 

day. 
So  that's  the  image  I  saw  so  high, — 
That's  an  image  which  could  tiever  die. 
Virginia  Daniels,  '28. 


Girlg 

I'd  hate  to  be  a  girl  because 
Of  dishes  she  must  wash. 


If  mother  ever  asked  a  boy, 
He'd  smile  and  say,  "Oh  bosh!" 

The  girls  the  floors  must  always  sweep 

And  always  make  the  bed, 
While  boys  would  then  be  boxing 

Or  be  playing  in  the  shed. 

The  girls  can't  fight,  or  box,  or  play 
The  games  that  we  boys  do; 

They  always  play  with  dolls  and  things 
That  I  think  silly,  too. 

The  girls  can't  think  as  we  boys  can 
That  maybe  some  great  day. 

We'll  live  to  be  the  President 
Of  the  grand  old  U.  S.  A. 

Philip  Kravetz,  8B, 
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Gentle  Hint 

THE  proprietor  of  the  second-hand 
shop  was  not  so  tidy  as  he  might 
have  been.  One  day  while  he  was 
standing  in  front  of  the  shop,  a  man  ap- 
proached him  and  asked,  "Have  you  any 
clean  shirts  in  yom*  shop?" 

•"Sure,  1  have.""  answered  the  clothing 
man,  anxious  for  a  sale.  "Lots  of  them, 
as  clean  as  an^iihing." 

"Well,"  said  the  man,  mo^^ng  away, 
"go  in  and  put  one  of  them  on." 

!Mary  Coxxelly,  8D. 


Rain 

Rain  is  good  for  the  plants  in  Spring, 
But  it  always  has  to  bring 

Sorrow  to  the  hearts  of  boys. 

Who  are  used  to  all  the  joys 
Of  the  diamond  and  the  track. 
And  the  other  sports  that  girls  lack. 

Some  boys  seem  to  like  the  rain; 

They  go  out  and  just  "raise  Cain." 
But  pretty  soon  they  hear  a  call; 
Then  into  the  house  come  one  and  all. 

Some  must  to  the  wood-shed  go 

And  a  few  to  bed,  also; 
But  I  think  it's  safe  to  bet 
That  ever\'one  of  them  will  fret. 

Every  time  when  it  does  rain; 

But  the  plants,  of  course,  they  feel  no 


pam! 


James  Collins,  8B. 


A  Mountain  Lake 

NINE  "purple  mo\intain  majesties" 
guarded  this  little  dot  of  blue  in 
the  Canadian  Rockies  on  which  we  were 
leisurely  paddling.  The  sun  was  just 
rising  over  the  glistening,  snow-capped 
mountains  and  the  peaceful  lake  changed 
in  color  from  opal  to  green,  then  sky 
blue,  and  in  the  shadows  to  a  deep 
purple.     As  the   sun   progressed   on    its 


course,  the  water  graduaUj^  regained  its 
original  opal  color  and  mirrored  the 
great  sentinels  surrounding  it. 

When  we  departed  that  morning,  Lake 
Louise  left  in  our  minds  a  wonderful 
picture,  a  picture  of  a  sunrise  in  the 
Rockies,  beautiful  mountains,  and  a 
glassy  lake  changing  in  color  from  light, 
aiiy  tones  to  those  more  deep  and  sombre. 
Betty  Blair,  8B. 


A  " 

IT  was  Saturday.  Spud  and  I  de- 
cided that  we  would  visit  his  grand- 
mother who  lived  in  the  next  town.  We 
didn't  want  to  see  his  grandmother  so 
much  as  we  did  her  doughnuts  and 
cookies,  which  she  always  had  on  hand 
for  just  such  visitors. 

We  started  at  about  eight  o'clock  and 
got  there  at  ten,  as  we  stopped  to  watch 
a  man  catch  a  horse  in  a  field  beside  the 
road. 

On  our  way  we  noticed  the  haunted 
house  where  "Old  Jes"  had  died.  The 
windows  were  boarded  up  with  the  ex- 
ception of  one  from  which  boards  had 
been  torn  to  make  an  entrance  large 
enough  for  a  man.  Neither  Spud  nor  I 
were  afraid  of  ghosts  but — well  we  didn't 
have  time  to  bother  anyway. 

We  had  dinner  at  his  grandmother's 
and  then  started  for  home.  As  it  was  a 
fine  spring  day,  we  decided  that  we'd 
wade  in  a  brook.  The  water  was  ice 
cold  but  we  didn't  care  as  we  were  having 
a  fine  time  damming  it  up.  In  fact,  we 
were  so  engrossed  in  our  work  that  we 
failed  to  notice  a  storm  which  was  ap- 
proaching. When  we  did,  there  was  a 
rush  for  our  shoes  and  stockings. 

The  storm  broke  just  as  we  came  near 
the  haunted  house.  The  rain  came  down 
in  buckets  full.  There  was  nothing  to  do 
but  to  seek  the  haunted  house  for  shelter. 
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Spud  got  there  first  and  climbed  in  the 
window.  I  climbed  in  just  a  few  minutes 
after  he  did.  It  was  pitch  black  inside 
and,  not  having  cat's  eyes,  we  couldn't  see 
a  thing.  As  my  foot  touched  the  floor, 
I  had  a  queer  sensation  in  the  pit  of  my 
stomach.  I  felt  my  way  to  a  corner  near 
the  window.  I  heard  a  noise  in  the 
other  end  of  the  room.  ''Spud,"  I 
whispered.  There  was  no  answer.  I 
picked  up  a  piece  of  brick  and  threw  it 
in  the  direction  from  whence  the  noise 
came.  A  yell  showed  that  my  aim  was 
good.  I  threw  another;  this  time  there 
was  no  response.  A  brick  bounced  off 
the  wall  onto  my  head.  That  was  enough 
for  me. 

I  jumped  out  of  the  window  and  was 
followed  by  someone  whom  I  found  to  be 
Spud.  We  both  showed  swelling  bumps 
on  our  heads  where  ''ghosts"  had  hit  us. 

Spud  looked  at  me  and  grinned  and  I 
looked  at  him  and  grinned.  We  decided 
we  wouldn't  mention  our  experience  to 
anyone. 

Russell  Crosby,  8B. 


On  my  radio 
I'm  so  surprised 
At  the  music  I  get 
Out  of  the  skies. 
Some  of  the  stations 
Come  in  double; 
Then  I'm  sure 
To  have  some  trouble. 
There  are  stations  far 
And  stations  near, 
Stations  all  over 
The  world,  I  hear. 
Each  night  at  my  set 
I  try  and  try, 
But  the  best  I  get 
Is  WEEI. 

Thomas  Hayden,  8B. 


The  Town  Sheriff 

IN  a  small  town  out  in  the  country  the 
people  were  just  recovering  from  a 
month's  mourning  over  the  death  of 
■their  previous  sheriff. 

Pat,  an  Irish  gentleman  who  had  just 
landed  from  Belfast,  Ireland,  heard  the 
news. 

"Faith,"  said  Pat,  "now  is  the  chance 
of  a  lifetime  to  become  popular." 

So  Pat  began  to  travel. 

When  he  reached  the  town,  he  saw  a 
sign  in  front  of  the  small  town  hall.  It 
said,  "All  persons  wishing  to  try  out  for 
town  sheriff  come  here  Saturday  after- 
noon ready  to  write  the  answers  of  ques- 
tions asked  by  Professor  Clever." 

"Well,"  said  Pat  to  himself,  "Mike 
is  the  cleverest  man  I  know.  I'm  glad 
he  has  nothing  to  do  with  this  contest. 
Then  when  I  am  sheriff,  I'll  invite  him 
to  visit  me.  I  bet  he'll  be  jealous  of 
me." 

Saturday  came.  There  were  a  few 
of  the  country  folk  at  the  small  town 
hall. 

Brave  Pat  walked  in,  ready  to  take  the 
oath  of  office.  On  a  small  platform  in 
the  front  of  the  hall  stood  the  professor. 

Pat  did  not  notice  him  till  he  was 
seated;  then  he  began  to  gaze  around. 
When  he  looked  at  the  professor,  his 
eyes  flashed  and  all  hopes  were  gone,  for 
there  on  the  stage  stood  "Mike." 

Josephine  Feeney,  8F, 


The  wind  was  rising,  rising  fast 
And  went  from  land  to  sea; 

It  made  the  ocean's  foam  dash  high 
And  swept  across  the  lea; 

It  got  in  every  crack  it  could 
And  blew  and  blew  and  blew; 

It  swept  across  the  mountain  tops 
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And  went  in  vallej'S,  too. 
It  went  both  east  and  west  that  day, 

Xot  getting  tired  one  bit; 
It  blew  a  gale  both  north  and  south, 

Xot  earing  what  it  hit ; 
It  blew  down  wires  and  blew  off  limbs 

And  spoilt  the  trees  for  good; 
But  it  just  went  right  along  its  way, 

Xot  acting  as  it  should. 
It  finally  left  the  world  in  peace 

And  man  did  wonder  how 
That  wind,  a  thing  he  could  not  see. 

Could  stir  up  such  a  row. 

Barbara  Dean,  8B. 


The  Shower 

The  rain  was  falling,  falling  fast 

And  the  blackened  sky  its  shadows  cast. 
The  sun  had  gone  far  from  our  view. 
We  were  in  for  a  thunder  shower  I 
knew. 
Mother  got  down  the  feather  bed 

And  the  word,  "Oh  dear,"  was  all  she 
said. 
She  pulled  the  curtains  way,  way  down 
As   my   brother   said,    "To   the    very 
groun'." 

As  we  lay  on  the  bed  the  thunder  came 

And  with  it  came  a  shower  of  rain. 
My  mother  was  frightened,  my  sister,  too. 

Way  inside  my  heart  felt  blue. 
Then  came  a  flash  of  lightning  bright. 

Then    quick   as    "yes"  was  gone  from 
sight; 
Soon  the  shower  began  to  stop 

And  the  rain  came  down  just  drop  by 
drop. 

Then  my  mother  gave  a  happy  sigh 
And  went  to  the  window  to  look  at  the 
sky, 
But  as  she  looked  the  lightning  came 

And  with  it  a  sudden  shower  of  rain. 
My  mother  was  scared  right  through  I 
could  see 


And  I  heard  her  mutter  a  bit  of  a  plea, 
And  then  the  rain  let  up  for  awhile 

And  the  sun  seemed  trying  again  to 
smile. 

But  frightened  mother  did  not  dare 
To  go  to  the  window  without  special 
care ; 
So  she  partly  put  her  apron  over  her  face 
And  she  came  from  the  window  with 
words  of  grace. 
And  then  she  said  "You  may  go  and  play, 

I  guess  the  rain  has  gone  for  the  day." 
And  it  was  true,  the  shower  had  gone 
And  just  had  left  the  dewy  lawn. 

Barbara  Dean,  8B. 


^^  The  Krakoviak  " 

44npHE  KRAKOVIAK,"  as  you  may 
-■-  know,  is  a  simple  Polish  folk  dance. 
It  is  very  well  known  among  the  Russians 
and  Lithuanians. 

A  music  selection  set  aside  for  the  dance 
itself,  called  "The  Krakoviakas,"  rings 
forth  boldly  and  merrily.  Bolesloff  is  in 
search  of  a  partner.  As  tradition  relates, 
among  the  nobler  class,  Bolesloff  must 
graciously  bow  before  Jedviga,  lay  his 
lips  to  her  hand  and  courteously  invite 
her  to  favor  him  with  a  dance.  Bolesloff 
takes  care  to  use  the  correct  speech  and 
expresses  as  much  dignity  as  the  occasion 
permits  or  he  will  be  known  only  as  a  rude 
farmer. 

Bolesloff  and  Jedviga  commence  the 
dance  with  the  half-step.  Many  gay 
coupies  are  about  them,  laughing,  blush- 
ing. Bolesloff  now  takes  Jedviga's  hand 
and  gracefully  they  make  many  side- 
steps. Hand  in  hand  the  couples  are 
now  walking  daintily  from  side  to  side, 
toes  down,  heads  high.  Bolesloff  takes 
heed  not  to  alight  on  Jedviga's  toe! 
Again  the  half-step  is  in  use.  The  dance 
comes  to  an  end  after  repeating  over  and 
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over  the  same  steps.  Now,  mind,  Bole- 
sloff,  your  blushing  lady  fair  you  must 
assist  and  seat. 

You    saw    a    fleeting    vision    of    "the. 
minuet,"  did  you  say? 

ISABELLE   YaRMALOVICH,  8F. 


Mj  Dream  House 

THE  entrance  to  my  dream  house  is 
a  long  drive  among  willows.  Sud- 
denly the  willows  stop  and  there  is  seen 
a  green  velvet  lawn  gently  sloping  toward 
us.  A  little  farther  on,  nestled  among 
fir  trees  and  shrubs,  is  a  gray  slate  house 
with  a  red  roof.  It  is  colonial  in  design 
with  small  terraces  on  the  front  lower 
windows. 

We  enter  a  reception  hall  where  a  fire 
is  burning  merrily  on  the  hearth.  On 
the  right  is  the  living  room,  furnished 
with  colonial  furniture.     On  the  left  we 


go  down  three  steps  into  a  sunken  music 
room.  The  first  floor  also  contains  a 
dining-hall,  breakfast  room,  conservatory, 
library,  and  kitchen.  The  upstairs  con- 
tains a  drawing  room,  the  bedrooms,  and 
a  small  sitting  room. 

But  let  us  not  pause  longer  on  the 
inside,  let  us  go  outdoors  again.  On  the 
left  are  many  beds  of  old-fashioned 
flowers.  In  the  center  of  these  is  an 
artificial  pond  with  a  fountain,  around 
which  are  many  rustic  benches.  In  the 
back,  completely  shaded  by  trees,  is  a 
tennis  court.  Adjoining  this  is  a  tiny 
Japanese  tea  house,  where  one  might 
rest  after  playing.  On  the  right  is  the 
garage  and  stable.  Walking  around  ths 
grounds  we  again  find  ourselves  where 
we  started  from. 

I  wonder,  have  you  ever  had  a  dieam 
house? 

Margaret  Kenefick,  8B. 


FOREIGN  LANGUAGE  BEPAETMENT 


^Qiie  E§  El  Exito? 

El  exito  esta  considerado,  en  general, 
en  terminos  de  dinero.  Si  se  dice  que 
un  hombre  es  prospero  en  su  trabajo, 
quiero  decir  que  el  ha  ganado  una  fortuna; 
Pero  yo  no  creo  que  el  exito  es  eso.  Yo 
creo  que  si  un  hombre  tiene  una  buena 
educacion,  es  un  buen  ciudadano,  y  un 
buen  vecino,  el  es  prospero  en  esta  vida. 
Chester  Bailey,  '25. 


Log  Bias  de  IE 

Los  dias  de  escuela  son  dias  de  trabajo. 
Tenemos  que  trabajar  muchisimo  cuando 
vamos  a  la  escuela  porque  tenemos 
muchas  lecciones  que  preparar.    Tenemos 


escuela  pero  no  podemos  estudiar    mas 
que  una  leccion. 

Lo  demas  de  nuestro  trabajo  nosotras 
tenemos  que  hacer  en  casa.  Algunas 
veces  tenemos  que  estudiar  casi  tres 
horas. 

Yo  llamo  esto  trabajo. 

M.  Skoogberg,  '26. 


''No  Haj  Miel  Sin  HieF' 

Mas  verdad  que  poesia,  ino  es  verdad? 
No  me  gusta  escribir  en  espanol  porque 
hay  demasiados  verbos.  Pero  mi  maestra 
dice  que  3^0  tengo  que  escribir  alguna  cosa. 
Me  gusta  el  espanol  muy  bien  cuando  la 
leccion  es  muy  facil,  pero  no  me  gusta 


algunos  periodos  en  que  estudiar  en  la     el  espanol   cuando  la  leccion  es   dificil. 
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Me  gusta  el  libro  de  lectura  porque  no 
es  dificil,  pero  la  gramatica — !es  terriblei 

:\rARY  :\i.  Ryax,  '26. 


"Vale  Mas  Tarde  que  Niiiica^' 

"Vale  mas  tarde  que  niinca"  es  iin 
refran  antigua  de  Espaiia.  IMiicha  gente 
cree  en  este  refran  pero  no  es  muy  biieno 
creer  en  ello.  Es  miicho  mejor  estar 
siempre  a  tiempo.     i.Xo  es  verdad? 

M.  Greig,  '26. 


"Por  Huir  Del  Humo  Dio  en 
las  Brasas" 

"Por  huir  del  humo  dio  en  las  brasas" 
es  muy  verdadero.  jMuchas  veces,  se 
03'e  de  los  alumnos,  que,  porque  no  hacen 
sus  lecciones  cada  dia,  no  pueden  hacerlos 
al  fin  y  asi  se  retardan  todos  y  causan 
mucha  dificultad  tambien.  Asi  digo, 
"Observa  este  proverbio  y  recuerda 
tambien  que  "Xo  haj'  miel  sin  hiel." 

A.  Russell,  '26. 


'^No  Hay  Miel  Sim 

Este  es  un  proverbio  de  Espafia. 
Denota  que  no  recibimos  nada  para  que 
no  trabajamos  mucho.  Algunos  pro- 
ve rbios  tienen  mas  que  un  version  pero 
yo  creo  que  este  proverbio  tiene  sola- 
mente  una.  IMuchas  personas  piensan 
que  ellas  no  tienen  que  trabajar  y,  por 
conseguiente,  son  pobres.  Entonces  ellos 
se  admiran  de  que  ellos  no  son  ricos.  Yo 
creo  que  este  es  un  buen  proverbio  para 
todos  a  aprender  y  tener  como  su  ideal. 
George  Johxson,  '27. 


^Que  Eg  El  Exito? 

Muchas  veces  yo  me  he  preguntado  a 
mi  mismo — 6Que  es  el  exito?     Me  gusta 


muchisimo  el  exito  en  mi  trabajo.  Pero, 
^.como  he  de  obtener  el  exito  si  3'0  no  se 
lo  que  quiere  decir?  ^Que  he  de  hacer 
para  que  yo  lo  tenga?  Yo  he  pensado 
en  esto  muchas  veces,  y  yo  he  venido  a 
ese  fin.  Yo  pienso  que  nosotros  tenemos 
que  tener,  al  principio,  un  fin,  antes  que 
nosotros  podamos  ser  prosperos.  Si  noso- 
tros tenemos  un  fin,  aquel  es  algo  para 
lo  que  nosotros  podemos  trabajar.  Noso- 
tros no  faltaremos  amigos  por  que  los 
amigos  verdaderos  nos  salven  en  muchas 
instancias.  Pero,  para  tener  los  amigos, 
nosotros  hemos  de  ser  muy  alegres,  muy 
^^l■tuosos,  muy  honrados,  en  breve,  todas 
las  cosas  que  son  buenas.  Entonces  la 
gente  nos  amara  Otra  cosa  que  nos 
dara  el  exito  es  la  paciencia.  Nosotros 
no  podemos  esperar  a  salir  bien  si  nosotros 
no  tenemos  la  paciencia.  Hay  muchas 
cosas  que  una  persona  tiene  que  tener 
para  poseer  el  exito. 

G.  Keith,  '25. 


ressioBS  de  Is 

J'avais  beaucoup  entendu  de  la  belle 
Riviera  et  je  me  suis  decidee  d'aller  la 
voir  moi-meme.  Alors  je  suis  partie 
pour  la  France  dans  I'ete  de  1925  et  j'y 
suis  arrivee  au  mois  de  juin  quand 
presque  toutes  les  choses  ont  une  air 
joyeuse.  Je  suis  arrivee  a  Nice,  la 
premiere  ville  de  la  Riviera,  quand  il 
faisait  nuit.  Alors  je  me  suis  levee  de 
tres  bonne  heure  le  lendemain  pour  voir, 
pour  la  premiere  fois  la  belle  scene  qui 
est  si  celebre.  Au  premier  coup  d'oeil 
j'ai  su  parfaitement  pourquoi  cette  scene 
avait  donne  a  Jack  Dempsey  "son  coup 
le  plus  terrible."  Jamais  n'ai-je  vu  une 
mer  et  un  ciel  si  bleus.  Je  tressaillais  de 
joie,  les  couleurs  etaient  si  belles,  si 
varies,  et  elles  se  melaient  si  parfaitement. 
Hon  ame  d'artiste  etait  joyeux  de  voir 
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le  bleu  du  ciel,  Tor  du  soleil,  le  pourpre 
des  montaignes  lontaines,  et  les  verts  des 
arbres  et  des  taillis. 

Mary  Balboni,  '25. 


Aimiisemenlls   Dams  Uiae  Gare 

Vous  voiis  asseyez,  peut-etre  dans  une 
gare  et  regardez  les  personnes  autour  de 
vous.  Quelquefois  il  est  tres  pathetique 
de  voir  quelqu'  une  qui  part  des  larmes 
aux  yeux,  mais  souvent  vous  voyez  beau- 
coup  d'incidents  amusants  et  des  per- 
sonnes interessantes. 

Un  jour,  il  n'y  a  pas  longtemps,  comme 
je  m'asseyais  dans  le  chemin  de  fer  de 
Lyon,  a  Paris,  je  voyais  un  grand  homme 
tres  bizarre.  Sa  femme  et  sa  belle  fille 
etaient  avec  lui  et  ils  s'arretaient  pres  de 
moi.  L'homme  commengait  a  regarder 
autour  de  lui  en  demandant : 

"Qui  est-ce  qui  a  les  parapluies?"  Sa 
fille  le  rassurait  qu'ils  etaient  saufs  et 
alors  il  s'ecria: 

"Mon  panama  est  reste  dans  le  fiacre! 
.  .  .  Mais,  non,  je  I'ai  a  la  main!" 

Alors,  apres  avoir  donne  son  panama  a 
sa  fille,  il  se  pressait  au  guichet  qui 
n'etait  pas  loin. 

Tiens,  on  dit  que  ce  n'est  pas  ouvert. 

II  s'excusait,  en  disant  que  c'etait  la 
premiere  fois  qu'il  avait  voyage. 

Moi,  je  I'avais  deja  devine  par  sa 
maniere  et  ses  actions.  Quel  homme 
bizarre!  Aussitot  qu'il  avait  re  joint  sa 
femme  et  sa  fille,  le  guichet  s'est  ouvert 
et  il  s'approchait,  en  boasculant  les 
personnes  qui  faisaient  la  queue. 

Enfin  il  prend  les  billets!  Maintenant 
ils  partent.  Je  les  regarde  comme  ils 
disparaissent  dans  la  foule.  Ce  spectacle 
amusant  a  passe  pour  tou jours  de  ma  vie 
mais  je  le  rappellerai  toujours! 

Ruth  M.  Davis,  '27. 


Description  de  la  France 

Quand  je  suis  allee  en  France  I'ete 
dernier  je  suis  descendue  a  I'Hotel 
Continental.  Tous  les  jours  j'ai  visite 
des  places  fameuses,  par  example,  Notre 
Dame,  le  Louvre,  etc.  Ces  monuments 
qui  se  trouvent  a  Paris  sont  tres  beaux. 
Apres  cela  j'ai  visite  la  ville  de  Versailles. 
J'aime  cette  ville  mieux  que  Paris  parce 
qu'elle  est  tres  tranquille. 

La  geographic  de  la  France  est  tres 
interessante  aussi.  II  n'y  a  pas  beaucoup 
de  fieuves  d'importance.  II  y  en  a 
quatre  qui  sont  importants.  Ce  sont  le 
Rhone,  La  Loire,  la  Seine  et  la  Garonne. 
Ces  fleuves  sont  tres  grands  et  navigables. 
Un  jour  je  suis  allee  sur  le  Rhone  dans 
un  bateau.  Ce  fleuve  traverse  une  region 
montagneuse  dans  les  Alpes  qui  sont  tres 
hauts.  Cette  region  est  tres  interessante 
et  pittoresque.  La  plus  haute  de  ces 
montagnes  est  le  mont  Blanc  qui  est 
toujours  convert  de  neige.  Je  voudrais 
decrire  des  choses  que  j'ai  vues  en  France, 
mais  il  me  fallait  trop  de  temps.  Une 
autre  chose  que  j'ai  remarquee  etait  les 
coutumes  des  habitantes.  Ces  gens  sont 
difi"erents  de  ceux  des  Etats  Unis  mais 
ils  sont  polls  a  tout  le  monde.  Avant 
que  je  suis  retournee  aux  Etats  Unis  j'ai 
visite  les  Pyrenees  qui  separent  la  France 
de  I'Espagne. 

Mary  Drummey,  '27. 


Une  Lettre  de  la  France 

Ma  chere  amie, 

J'ai  ete  tres  occupee  et  tres  heureuse 
depuis  que  j'suis  ici  en  France.  Je  n'ai 
vu  que  deux  de  mes  amies  ici  et  j'ai 
voyage  avec  elles  dans  un  avion  qui  va 
chaque  jour  entre  Paris  et  Nice.  Le 
voyage  en  avion  a  ete  plus  interessant  que 
le  voyage  en  auto  ou  dans  le  tramway. 
Je   suis  restee   a  I'hotel   a  Nice   quinze 
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joui's  et  j'ai  joui  da  soleil  dore  qui  brille 
sar  les  eaux  bleues  de  la  Mer  Medi- 
terranee.  Apres  ma  visite  a  Nice,  je 
suis  allee  a  une  ville  qui  est  pres  de  Nice. 
J'ai  entendu  de  la  musiqae  &ur  la  place 
et  j'ai  Ml  une  foule  de  monde.  Je  suis 
allee  a  la  place  et  que  crois-tu  que  j'ai 
vu  dans  la  rue?  Un  cirque!  C'etait 
tres  amusant  et  les  animaux  etaient  tres 
habiles.  Je  me  suis  amusee  en  regardant 
le  cirque.  Tous  les  jours  j'ai  trouve  la 
vie  tres  interessante  ici.  Demain,  je 
verrai  une  reAiie  militaire  probablement 
sur  la  place  de  la  meme  ville. 
Ton  amie, 

Barbara  Jordan,  '26. 


Histoire 


d'on 
France 


en 


le  7  septembre,  all  heures. 

Je  suis  arrive  a  dix  heures  et  quart  ce 
soir,  ainsi  je  n'ai  pas  vu  le  Pantheon  ou 
la  Tour  Eiffel,  mais  j'espere  voir  ces 
choses  demain.  Bon  soir  pour  le  prespnt, 
mon  ami,  parce  que  je  suis  fatigue  et  je 
desire  me  reposer. 
le  10  sept.,  a  minuit. 

Je  suis  venu  a  I'hotel  a  onze  heures  et 
demie  et  je  me  suis  assis  pour  ecrire  cette 
lettre  avant  que  je  vais  a  mon  lit.  Ce 
matin  j'ai  ete  au  Pantheon  et  en  route 
j'ai  vu  la  Tour  Eiffel.  Oh!  elle  est  si 
grande.  Je  veux  que  vous  puissiez  la 
voir  mais  je  pense  que  vous  etes  tres 
occupe.  C'est  bien  dommage  n'est-ce 
pas?  Le  Pantheon  est  si  beau  et  la 
Place  de  la  Concorde  est  belle  aussi. 
J'ai  beaucoup  admire  I'Eglise  de  Notre 
Dame,  le  Louvre,  et  le  Palais  du  Luxem- 
bourg, lis  sont  trop  beaux  pour  de- 
scription. Mais  il  y  a  de  belles  choses 
aux  Etats  Unis  aussi.  Demain  j'irai  a  la 
Riviera  pour  faire  une  partie  de  roulette 
et  gagner  de  I'argent. 


le  11  sept.,  a  7.30  p.  m. 

Je  suis  arrive  ici  a  Monte  Carlo  a  cinq 
heures  et  demie,  et  je  suis  si  fatigue  que 
je  vais  au  lit  de  bonne  heure. 
le  12  sept. 

Tiens!  Aie!  Je  n'ai  pas  gagne  un  sou. 
J'ai  donne  au  Prince  de  Monaco  cles 
milliers  de  francs  aujourd'hui.  lis  m'ont 
tiche.  Je  ne  I'aime  pas  ici  mais  le  littoral 
et  la  mer  sont  si  beaux.  Je  pense  que 
j'irai  chez  moi  dans  une  semaine. 

Henry  Newman,  '26. 


LsL  Riviera 

La  Riviera  est  situee  en  France  et  en 
Italie.  En  verite  elle  est  situee  entre  la 
ville  de  Nice  en  France,  et  La  Spezia  en 
Italie.  Elle  s'etend  le  long  de  La  Mer 
Mediterranee  et  renferme  Le  Golfe  de 
Genes.  La  Riviera  est  renommee  par 
le  climat  qui  est  doux,  le  paysage  qui  est 
magnifiqae,  et  les  milliers  de  tourists  qui 
y  viennent  tous  les  ans  de  tous  les  pays 
du  monde,  pour  s'amuser  sous  le  soliel 
dore  et  le  long  cles  eaux  bleus  de  la  mer. 
Les  villes  importants  sont  Nice,  Cannes, 
Mentone,  et  Monte  Carlo.  A  Nice  se 
trouve  la  promenade  celebre  qui  s'appelle 
La  Promenade  des  Anglais,  et  a  Monte 
Carlo  est  situe  le  Casino  fameux.  Quand 
vous  aurez  le  temps  et  I'argent  vous  devez 
aller  a  la  Riviera  et  vous  vous  amuse  re  z 
beaucoup  je  vous  assure.  Vous  verrez 
beaucoup  de  gens  et  vous  apprendrez 
beaucoup  aussi. 

Vincent  Kenefick,  '25. 


La  Tiilipe  Noir 

Cornelius  van  Baerle,  qui  etait  le 
filleul  de  Corn^hus  de  Witt,  le  Ruart  de 
Pulten,  etait  un  tulipier.  C'etait  en  1672 
dans  le  pays  de  Hollande.  Jean  et 
Cornelius  de  Witt  travaillaient  seulement 
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dans  les  interets  de  ce  pays.  lis  de- 
siraient  seulement  le  bonheur  pour  leur 
patrie.  Mais  les  gens  de  ce  pays  de- 
venaient  furieux  centre  les  deux  freres 
de  Witt  parce  qu'ils  pensaient  que  les 
freres  trahissaient  leur  patrie  a  la  France. 

Cornelius  de  Witt  avait  donne  a  son 
filleul  un  depot  sacre  des  papiers  poli- 
tiques.  Maintenant  si  ces  papiers  etaient 
trouves  sur  Van  Baerle  il  serait  arrete  et 
trouve  coupable  de  haute  trahison. 

Van  Baerle  avait  un  voisin  qui .  ne 
I'aimait  pas  et  puis  qu'il  soupgonnait  que 
Cornelius  van  Baerle  avait  ces  papiers, 
il  le  trahit. 

Cornelius  van  Baerle  ne  savait  rien 
de  la  vie  politique  mais  tout  son  interet 


etait  dans  ses  tulipes.  II  travaillait 
beaucoup  pour  une  tulipe  noire  et  au 
jour  meme  quand  il  avait  obtenu  I'oignon 
pour  cette  tulipe  noire  il  etait  arrete. 

D'ailleurs  van  Baerle  ne  soupgonnait 
pas  que  son  voisin  Isaac  Boxtel  etait  le 
scelerat  qui  I'avait  trahi.  Celui-la  en- 
viait  Van  Baerle  parce  qu'il  voulait  aussi 
cultiver  cette  tulipe  noire  pour  qu'on  lui 
donne  un  prix  de  15,000  florins. 

Boxtel,  apres  avoir  trouve  la  maison 
de  van  Baerle  vide,  cherchait  dans  le 
jardin  et  dans  le  sechoir  mais  il  eut  beau 
chercher  les  oignons.  Boxtel  etait  furieux 
quand  il  realiza  que  tout  son  travail  etait 
inutile. 

Eileen  Folan,  '26. 


Rivals  Beaten  45-35 

The  game  with  Walpole  High  was  a 
great  victory  for  Norwood.  The  oppos- 
ing team  kept  ahead  of  Norwood  until 
the  last  eight  seconds  of  play,  when 
"Dooney"  Flaherty  made  himself  the 
hero  of  the  evening  by  tieing  the  score. 
At  the  end  of  the  first  half,  Walpole  had 
piled  up  30  points  to  our  11.  In  the 
second  half,  Walpole  was  greatly  sur- 
prised by  bewildering  attacks  that  placed 
them  in  a  tie,  35-35.  In  the  overtime 
session,  necessary  to  decide  the  victor, 
Norwood  showed  superiority  in  their 
passes  and  in  the  accuracy  of  their  shots. 


They  gained  10  points,  while  Norwood's 
guards  played  their  positions  so  well 
that  Walpole  did  not  score  at  all.  Every- 
one on  both  teams  played  with  great  zest, 
but  "Dooney"  deserves  a  great  deal  of 
credit  for  Norwood's  victory.  Captain 
Berkland  and  Molloy  also  played  stellar 
games.  Walpole's  great  men  were  Hig- 
gins  and  Giandiminico. 

Weymouth  29 — Norwood  16 

Norwood  suffered  a  defeat  in  its  first 
game  away  from  home  this  season.  The 
Weymouth  fellows  took  Norwood  into 
camp    29-16.    The    losers    fought    well 
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against  a  heavier  team  on  a  strange  floor 
but  lacked  the  scoring  aim.  Dixon  was 
our  best  player  of  the  evening.  Craig, 
for  the  winners,  got  five  baskets  and  two 
fouls. 

Decisive  Victory  for  Norwood 

Norwood  handed  Milton  a  severe  defeat 
of  30-4  on  the  former's  floor.  Benny's 
team  was  faster  and  better  in  every 
position  than  Milton.  In  the  second 
half  Norwood  ran  up  17  pomts,  but 
Milton  gained  only  one.  Mollo}'-,  Geary 
and  Dixon  featured  for  Norwood,  while 
Burke  played  the  best  game  for  the  losers. 

Everett  at  Everett 

The  second  game  with  Everett  proved 
as  fatal  to  Norwood  as  did  the  first. 
Everett  snatched  the  \'ictory  at  22-15. 
The  game  was  exceedingly  fast,  Norwood 
fighting  to  the  finish.  In  the  scorers' 
column,  Geary  came  out  ahead.  Dixon 
was  second  high  scorer,  caging  two 
baskets  from  scrimmage.  De  Venuti 
and  Fisher  played  well  for  the  opposing 
team. 

Norwood  30 — Marblehead  17 

The  Marblehead  team,  which  played 
instead  of  the  regularly  scheduled  Rock- 
land High  team,  did  not  put  up  the  fight 
expected.  The  game  was  an  easy  victory 
for  Norwood.  Starting  the  second  half, 
all  the  subs  for  Norwood  were  put  in 
and  they  scored  almost  as  well  as  the 
regular  team.  Geary  got  six  baskets 
and  Dixon  came  second  with  three  baskets 
and  a  foul. 

Norwood-Walpole  Game 

Norwood  won  from  Walpole  on  the 
latter's  floor  by  a  score  of  35-23.  Nor- 
wood launched  the  attack  at  the  outset. 
So  successful  was  this  attack  that  our 


team  was  never  threatened  once.  Slavin 
took  the  place  of  our  regular  forward, 
who  was  ill  at  this  time,  and  played  his 
position  well.  He  brought  home  nine 
of  the  winners'  points.  The  subs  who 
played  the  second  half  played  a  fine 
defensive  game,  but  did  not  roll  up  any 
more  points  for  Norwood.  Higgins  and 
Giandiminico  coined  six  baskets  each  for 
Walpole. 

Norwood  vs.  Dedham 

Norwood  lost  to  Dedham  in  the  game 
at  the  Civic  to  the  tune  of  16-8.  The 
Norwood  boys  put  up  a  stiff  fight  and 
the}^  pulled  together  hard,  but  luck 
seemed  against  them  and  nothing  came 
of  it.  This  was  one  of  Norwood's  off 
nights,  for  they  could  have  won  on  fouls 
alone,  but  the  ball  and  the  basket  were 
bad  friends.  Geary,  Molloy,  and  Berk- 
land  scored  Norwood's  points.  Bates 
was  the  high  scorer  for  Dedham. 

Weymouth  High  at  Norwood 

The  game  was  a  hard  and  fast  battle 
from  start  to  finish.  Much  skill  was 
shown  in  pass  work  and  basket  shooting. 
Fireman  starred  for  Norwood  while 
Mauro  played  best  for  Weymouth.  Score : 
Weymouth  23;  Norwood  26. 

Norwood  at  Dedham 

Norwood  lost  at  Dedham,  after  a 
gamely  fought  contest.  Dedham  ex- 
celled in  pass  work  and  long  shots,  while 
Norwood  never  gave  up  hope  or  working 
for  a  higher  score.  Walton  played  an 
excellent  game  for  Dedham  and  Flaherty 
and  Geary  played  best  for  Norwood. 
The  final  score  was  Norwood  9 ;  Dedham 
39. 

Franklin  at  Norwood 

The  last  game  of  the  season  proved  to 
be  exciting  and  a  fitting  one  to  close  the 
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season.  The  fourth  period  ended  with  a 
tie  score,  so  that  an  overtime  period  was 
played.  Dixon  and  Flaherty  starred  for 
Norwood.  Final  score:  Norwood  28: 
Franklin  26. 


Girl§^  Basket  Ball 

Franklin  at  Norwood 

The  Norwood  girls  lost  their  second 
game  to  a  team  both  fast  and  clever  on 
offense  and  defense.  The  passing  by 
J.  Rossengren  and  A.  Kelliher  was  ex- 
cellent.    Score:  Norwood  8;  Franklin  22. 

Whitman  at  Norwood 

Whitman  presented  a  strong  team  and 
really  did  fight  to  the  finish.  It  was  a 
pitched  battle  from  start  to  close.  A. 
Kelliher  starred  for  Norwood,  while  B. 
Bowin  played  best  for  Whitman.  Score : 
Whitman  13;  Norwood  23. 

Norwood  at  Whitman 

Norwood  was  less  fortunate  at  Whit- 
man, although  at  times  it  looked  as  if 
the  result  might  be  the  same  as  that  at 
Norwood  the  week  before.  A,  Kelliher 
and  E.  McCready  were  Norwood's  best 
players,  while  D.   Thurston  was  Whit- 


man's star.     Score:   Norwood  14;   Whit- 
man 24. 

Everett  at  Norwood 

Norwood  succeeded  in  taking  the 
honors  in  this  game,  although  Everett 
put  up  a  stiff  resistance.  The  passing 
of  A.  Kelliher,  J.  Rosengren,  and  S. 
Nordland  were  noticeable  features  of  the 
game.     Score:  Everett  11;  Norwood  36. 

Norwood  at  Franklin 

Norwood  met  a  very  strong  team  at 
Franklin,  a  team  which  excelled  in  every 
respect.  The  result  was  disastrous  for 
Norwood,  the  score  standing  33  to  4 
in  favor  of  Franklin. 

Norwood  at  Natick 

Norwood  did  its  best  against  a  team  of 
swift  passers  and  accurate  shooters,  but 
only  succeeded  in  obtaining  7  points 
against  Natick's  18.  Norwood's  best 
shooting  was  done  by  S.  Nordland. 

Needham  at  Norwood 

This  game  proved  to  be  the  best  of 
the  series.  It  was  close  from  start  to 
finish.  Norwood,  however,  managed  to 
keep  a  five  point  lead  on  the  visitors.  H. 
Smith  played  best  for  Norwood.  Score: 
Needham  15;  Norwood  20. 
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The  Xorwood  Board  of  Trade  has 
voted  to  present  a  cup  to  the  High  School 
to  be  awarded  at  the  end  of  each  term 
to  the  class  which  has  the  highest  per- 
centage of  its  members  on  the  Honor 
Roll.  'Sir.  Brainard  Rowe,  President  of 
the  Board,  spoke  at  a  recent  assembly, 
telling  us  about  the  cup  and  its  origin. 
The  gift  was  the  outcome  of  a  "hint" 
made  by  Mr.  Grant  at  the  Board  of 
Trade  Banquet  for  the  High  School  boys. 
The  Board  hopes  that  scholarship  will 
improve  with  such  a  goal.  Mr. 
Rowe  said  that  each  term  the  cup 
was  to  be  engi-aved  with  the  numerals 
of  the  class  that  had  won  it  and  the  date. 
This   certainly   ought    to   inspire   us   to 

increase  the  percentage  on  the  honor  roll. 
*     *     * 

The  Xorwood  High  School  Glee  Club 
is  now  working  on  "Pinafore,"  a  Gilbert 
and  Sullivan  operetta. 


On  Tuesday  evening,  March  3,  1925, 
the  boys  of  the  High  School  were  the 
guests  of  the  Norwood  Board  of  Trade  at 
a  banquet  held  in  Everett  hall.  The 
boys  certainly  had  an  excellent  time  and 
at  the  close  of  the  evening  they  expressed 
their  gratitude  to  the  Board  of  Trade  by 
a  rising  vote  of  thanks. 

The  program  was  as  follows: 

For  the  Town— Mr.  Thomas  B.  Mulve- 
hill,  Chairman  of  Board  of  Selectmen. 

For  the  Boys — Michael  Spierdowis, 
Norwood  High  School,  Class  of  '25. 

For  the  Board  of  Trade — Mr.  James 
M.  Folan. 

For  the  Norwood  High  School — Prin- 
cipal Leonard  W.  Grant. 

Address — Mr.  H.  W.  Gibson,  Secretary 
of  Boys'  Clubs  of  Massachusetts  and 
Rhode  Island. 

Song  Leader — Mr.  William  T,  Whedon. 

Song  Artist — Billy  Barker. 


The  ^^  Arguenot's  "  Trip  to 


THURSDAY  afternoon,  March  elev- 
enth, we  set  out.  Miss  Blaisdell, 
Joseph  Moore  and  L  We  settled  down 
for  the  trip  to  Providence  with  an  ex- 
pectant feeling  of  "We're  off!  What 
will  happen — what  will  not?"  There 
was  much  to  look  forward  to. 

On     reaching     Providence,     we     went 


directly  to  the  boat,  and  at  seven  the 
motors  began  to  throb  and  we  experi- 
enced the  first  thrill  of  the  amateur  globe- 
trotter. After  a  "Very  Special  Dinner" 
we  went  out  on  deck — to  see  a  rosary  of 
glowing  lights  seemingly  lifted  up  by  a 
great,  clear  moon,  reflected  in  the  per- 
fectly calm  water.     But  beyond  Newport 
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the  water  was  not  so  calm,  and  I  retired 
rather  rapidly,  soon  followed  by  Miss 
Blaisdell,  Moore  was  a  worthy  seaman, 
and  so  stayed  without  to  watch  the  moon, 
despite  the  swell  and  dip  of  the  waves. 

The  next  morning  we  awoke  to  find 
ourselves  surrounded  by  New  York. 
We  left  the  boat  after  breakfast,  and 
after  leaving  our  bags  at  the  "Prince 
George,"  went  to  Columbia  to  register 
for  the  Convention.  It  started  immedi- 
ately after  we  arrived  (interpret  that  as 
you  wish).  The  following  program  gives 
a  bare  outline  of  our  activities : 

FRIDAY,     MARCH     13— MORNING 

SESSION 

10.00  A.  M.— McMillin  Theatre  (School  of 

Business) . 
Address  of  Welcome,   Dean  Hawkes, 

Columbia  College. 
Modern  Newspaper  Making,  Mr.  Louis, 

Business     Manager,     ''New     York 

Times." 
The  Convention,  Dr.  E.  K.  Fretwell, 

Teachers'  College. 
11.00  A.   M.— Tour  of  the  University, 

guidance  by  Van  Am  Club. 

AFTERNOON  SESSION 

1.00  P.  M.— McMillin  Theatre. 

Address,  Dean  Cunliffe,  Pulitzer  School 
of  Journalism. 

Chalk  Talk,   Mr.   Charles  H.   Sykes, 
"Philadelphia  Evening  Ledger." 
2.30  P.  M.— Sectional  Meetings. 

What  is  News?  Room  601,  Journalism 
Building,  Professor  Charles  P. 
Cooper,  School  of  Journalism. 

Good  Reporting,  Room  401,  School  of 
Business.  Mr.  W.  P.  Beazell,  As- 
sistant Managing  Editor,  "New  York 
World." 

Editing  a  Magazine.  Trophy  Room, 
Earl  Hall.  Mr.  Arthur  Warner, 
"The  Nation." 


Play-writing.  Room  702,  Hamilton 
Hall.  Mr.  Hatcher  Hughes,  Co- 
lumbia University. 

The  Faculty  Adviser  and  the  School 
Newspaper.     Library    Room,     Earl 
Hall.     Miss  Edith  M.  Penny,  Horace 
Mann  High  School. 
3.30  P.  M.— Sectional  Meetings. 

Verse.  Room  401,  School  of  Business. 
Professor  John  Erskine,  Columbia 
University. 

Sport  News.  Room  702,  Hamilton 
Hall.  Mr.  H.  F.  Mahoney,  "New 
York  Sun." 

The  Faculty  Adviser  and  the  Maga- 
zine. Room  601,  School  of  Journal- 
ism. Professor  James  Melville  Lee, 
New  York  University. 

Advertising.     Trophy  Room,  Earl  Hall. 
Mr.  Morton  S.  Rutsky,  Collegiate 
Advertising  Agency. 
4.30  P.  M. — Afternoon  Session  Adjourns. 

Swimming  meet,  Princeton  Freshmen 
vs.  Columbia  Freshmen. 
5.30  P.  M. — The  swimming  pool  in  the 
gymnasium  will  be  open  to  the  boys. 


8.00 


EVENING  SESSION 
P.     M. — Convention     Banquet. 


(Speaker  to  be  announced.) 
International  House,  Riverside  Drive 

(opposite  Grant's  Tomb). 
After  the  banquet  the  delegates  will  be 
taken  in  sight-seeing  busses  through- 
out the  City  and  to  the  newspaper 
offices. 

SATURDAY,  MARCH  14— MORNING 

SESSION 

9.00  A.  M.— McMilhn  Theatre. 
Address.     Mr.  Don.  G.  Seitz,  Business 
Manager,  "New  York  World." 
10.00  A.  M.— Sectional  Meetings. 

Editorial  Writing.  Room  602,  Ham- 
ilton Hall.  Miss  Mary  Ross,  "The 
Survey." 
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Humor.  Trophy  Room,  Earl  Hall. 
William  Hannemann,  "Life." 

The  Short  Story.  Room  601,  Journal- 
ism Building.  Dr.  Dorothy  Scar- 
borough. Colmnbia  University. 

The  School  Paper  and  School  Publicity. 
Library  Room ,  Earl  Hall.  Dr.  R .  G. 
Reynolds,  Teachers  College. 

Business    Management.      Room    306, 
Mines.     Mr.   Don.   G.   Seitz,    "The 
World." 
ILOO   A.    M.— Business   Meeting.     Mc- 
Millin  Theatre. 

AFTERXOOX  SESSION 

LOO    P.    M.— Award    of    Prizes.     Mc- 

Millin  Theatre. 
2.30  P.  M.— Varsity  Show,  "Half  Moon 

Inn,"  Waldorf-Astoria  Ballroom. 

A  digest  of  most  of  the  lectures  can  be 
read  in  the  "Columbia  Spectator"  on 
hand  in  Room  200,  but  several  things  of 
interest  to  Norwoodites  were  not  en- 
larged upon  in  that  publication.  For 
instance,  Dr.  Fredwell,  in  his  outline  of 
the  Utopian  High  School  magazine  and 
its  officers,  management  and  organization, 
practically  outlined  the  list  of  officers, 
the  management  and  the  organization  of 
our  "Arguenot"!  We  feel  gratified,  to 
put  it  mildh'. 

After  a  later  talk  by  Mr.  Warner,  of 
the  "Nation,"  there  was  an  open  dis- 
cussion. Several  editors  from  all  parts 
of  the  countr}'  complained  that  thej-  could 
not  get  material  enough  for  their  maga- 
zine, that  the  editorial  staff  was  forced 
to  do  most  of  the  writing.  Then  the 
"Arguenot"  spoke  up,  told  of  its  plan 
of  co-ordination  between  the  curricula 
and  extra-curricula  activities,  of  its 
method  of  electing  the  staff  (this  was 
another  problem  that  seemed  serious 
to  some  schools)  and  its  organization. 
Mr.  Warner  spoke  very  warmly  of  the 


plan  and  method,  and  advised  the 
problem-ridden  editors  to  make  note  of 
it — which  they  did,  also  much  to  our 
gratification.  Mr.  Warner  asked  how 
large  our  school  was,  and  on  hearing, 
praised  our  paper  even  more  strongly 
and  in  answer  to  one  of  the  questions 
later  asked  ("Should  a  school  magazine 
consist  mainly  of  news  or  literature?") 
gave  our  "Arguenot"  as  an  example  to 
be  followed,  with  the  "judicial  division 
and  organization  of  its  reading  matter." 

Still  later,  at  the  exhibition  of  publi- 
cations entered  in  the  contest,  several 
complimentary  remarks  were  overheard 
regarding  our  magazine.  "Class  C!  A 
small  school,  necessarily,  and  such  a 
paper!"  "Did  you  ever  see  so  many 
good  stories — how  do  they  get  them?" 
"What  a  fine  publication!"  and  so  on.  I 
admit  that  I  stood  near  the  "Arg-uenot" 
to  hear  if  others'  opinions  coincided  with 
my  own,  and  I  was  more  than  satisfied. 

In  the  ev?ning  we  attended  an  ex- 
tremely fine  banquet  at  the  "Interna- 
tional House,"  a  magnificent  building 
on  Riverside  Drive.  After  a  very  good 
meal  and  equally  good  speeches,  we  toured 
the  cit}^  in  sight-seeing  busses,  after  which 
we  went  to  the  office  and  press  of  the 
"New  York  Times,"  where  we  saw  all 
the  operations  in  the  printing  of  a  paper. 
And  then  to  bed,  thoroughly,  adven- 
turiously  and  delightfully  tired. 

We  were  at  Columbia  at  nine  the  next 
morning  (or,  rather,  the  same  morning). 
That  deserves  mention,  after  our  heroic 
efforts  to  get  there  at  that  time.  We 
attended  more  lectures  and  then  a  busi- 
ness meeting.  Here  it  was  decided  that 
all  papers  entered  this  year  would  be 
charter  members  of  the  Columbia  Scho- 
lastic Press  Association;  that  the  officers 
of  the  association  remain  the  same; 
that  the  next  meeting,  to  be  held  next 
year,   be  at  Columbia;    that  a  Journal 
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of  the  association  be  founded;  that  300 
subscriptions  be  guarantead  to  insure 
its  success  and  that  the  content  of  the 
Journal  bs  made  up  of  the  best  stories, 
essays,  poems  and  other  material  from 
different  high  school  publications.  An- 
other chance  for  quotations  from  our 
"Arguenot"!  Another  incentive  to  every 
student  in  Norwood  High  School  to 
produce  his  cleverest  and  most  original 
ideas!  We  want  the  "Arguenot"  well 
represented  in  the  pages  of  the  "Scholas- 
tic Press  Association  Journal." 

The  award  of  prizes  followed  the  busi- 
ness meeting.  We  received  none,  but 
did  not  feel  a  bit  shghted,  for  our  own 
opinion  of  the  "Arguenot"  did  not  suffer 
in  the  least  when  comparing  our  paper 
with  the  hundreds  of  others.  This  is 
said  in  all  seriousness,  and  m  a  totally 
unprejudiced  fashion.  For  a  school  of 
its  size  (for  any  size,  in  fact)  the  "Ar- 
guenot"  was,  is  and  always  will  remain 
an  outstanding  publication. 

On  Saturday  afternoon  we  attended 
the  Columbia  Varsity  Show,  the  "Half 
Moon  Inn"  at  the  Waldorf-Astoria. 
(A-hem!)  It  was  very,  very  good,  amus- 
ing and  enjoyable.  To  see  football 
players  rigged  out  in  the  gay  togs  of 
chorus  girls  is  funny;    and  to  see  them 


"pony  ballet"  is  funnier.  The  show  was 
colorful,  the  music  at  times  catchy  and 
good  and  at  times  unexpectedly  musical 
and  wonderful.  (I  hope,  if  the  composer 
should  happen  to  read  this,  he  will  under- 
stand it  rightly.  And  so,  after  the 
finale,  when  the  lights  went  up,  and  the 
Convention-al  part  of  our  New  York 
stay  ended,  we  felt  grateful,  regi'etful, 
thrilled  and  happily  retrospective — grate- 
ful to  the  "Arguenot"  and  Columbia 
for  making  such  a  trip  possible;  regret- 
ful that  it  was  over;  thrilled,  obviously, 
and  retrospective,  looking  back  on  the 
series  of  helpful,  enjoyable  and  exciting 
hours  spent  in  the  City  of  the  Great 
White  Way. 

I  haven't  told  you  half — not  of  Broad- 
way, nor  spacious  Fifth  Avenue,  nor  of 
the  lunches  at  the  Commons,  nor  of  our 
doings  on  Saturday  night  and  Sunday, 
before  we  finally  took  the  Boston  train 
from  the  Grand  Central,  but  trust  that 
they  were  as  enjoyable  as  all  of  that 
which  I  have  related  more  in  detail — or 
maybe  more  so.  And  anyway,  I  have 
filled  my  allotted  space;  so  I  can  only 
give  you  greetings  from  New  York  and 
say  that  we  had  a  very  delightful  time, 
"trite  but  true." 

M.    S.    LiNDEBERG,  '25. 


The  Senior  play  is  one  of  the  most 
important  events  of  all  the  Senior  ac- 
tivities. We  may,  therefore,  feel  pretty 
proud  of  our  success  in  passing  this  mile 
stone  which  every  class  must  encounter. 
There  is  no  doubt  that  the  play,  "The 
Judsons  Entertain,"  presented  by  the 
class  of  '25,  was  as  good  as  any  senior 
play  recently  given. 

The  cast  was  very  well  chosen.  Robert 
Waldheim  was  well  suited  to  the  char- 


acter of  Whipple,  the  happy-go  lucky, 
hot-air  artist.  Many  have  remarked 
that  the  greatest  charm  of  his  acting  was 
that  it  was  so  natural. 

Alice  Pratt  as  the  uneducated,  egotisti- 
cal movie  queen,  Bettina  Blandish,  was 
very  entertaining  and  her  earnest  efforts 
to  acquire  good  English  and  refinement 
were  quite  amusing. 

Elizabeth  Moloney  and  Lea  Towne 
(Mr.  and  Mrs.  Judson),  made  an  ideal 
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newly-wed  couple.  We  feel  sure  that 
they  had  the  sympathy  of  many  married 
people  in  the  audience  who  saw  them 
struggling  through  many  matrimonial 
difficulties.  Bettina's  quest  for  culture 
led  her  to  engage  a  secretary,  in  other, 
words,  Miss  Ivaezueck,  who  plaj^d  the 
part  of  an  aristocrated  thoroughbred  who 
had  met  with  fuiancial  reverses.  Her 
work  was  splendid.  Bernard  Cronan,  as 
the  son  of  a  wealthy  millionake,  Fallon, 
played  opposite  her.  We  must  say  for 
"Barney"  that  he  certainly  looks  pictur- 
esque in  pajamas. 

^Margaret  Caverly  gave  a  very  good 
interpretation  of  Miss  Judson,  the  strict 
though  kind  hearted  elderly  spinster, 
who,  by  the  wa}',  gave  promise  of  be- 
coming the  yviie  of  the  millionaire  Fallon 
Senior,  played  by  Howard  Hansen. 

As  a  maid,  ]Maiy  Crowley  made  a  good 
emotional  actress.  Her  ability  to  sob 
hystericall}^  pro\'ided  much  amusement 
for  the  audience.  Her  nervous  tempera- 
ment improved  noticeabl}^  however,  when 
she  acquired  a  new  interest  in  life,  the  ex- 
pressman, Bill  Fapin,  played  by  Michael 
Spierdo^is,  who  took  to  his  part  like  a 
duck  to  water. 

The  character  part  of  Mrs.  Babbidge 
was  ably  portrayed  by  Sylvia  Anderson. 
We  can  almost  hear  her  yet,  incessantly 
quoting  her  good-for-nothing  husband 
who  minded  ever^-body's  business  but 
his  own. 

Candy  was  sold  at  the  play  between  the 
acts.  Although  a  considerable  amount 
was  sold,  the  supply  was  not  enough  to 

meet  the  demand. 

*     *     * 

At  a  recent  assembly,  we  received  a 
pleasant  surprise  for  we  were  told  that 
the  percentage  of  pupils  on  the  honor  roll 
has  improved  in  every  class.  However, 
the  Sophomores  are  still  ahead  of  us 
Seniors.    Shall  we  allow  them  to  stay 


there?  They  have  broken  all  records  in 
Norwood  High,  but  they  are  not  so  very 
far  ahead  of  us — only  four  per  cent. 
Remember,  each  new  Senior  on  our  honor 
roll  counts  one  per  cent.  You  Seniors 
that  have  just  barely  missed  the  honor 
roll  get  busy!     You  count  one  per  cent. 

Let's  see  if  we  can't  give  the  school 
another  pleasant  surprise  when  the  next 
reports  come  out. 

It  seems  too  bad  that  there  has  to  be 
a  discordant  note  in  this  account,  but  the 
decorum  of  some  members  of  the  Senior 
class  at  assemblies  is  not  all  that  could 
be  desired,  and  the  efforts  of  Mr.  Morse 
and  Mr.  Grant  to  advise  and  instruct 
and  also  to  promote  good  fellowship 
should  meet  with  a  hearty  response  from 
every  member  of  our  class.  Since  "ex- 
ample is  stronger  than  precept,"  it's  a 
pretty  poor  showing  to  the  under  classes. 

So — "Here's  for  a  long  pall,  a  strong 
pull  and  a  pull  together,  Seniors!" 

*  *     * 

Miss  Estes,  to  prospective  poetical 
Soph:     "Did  you  make  up  this  poem?" 

"Yes,  ma'am,  I  did,"  came  the  answer. 

Miss  Estes:  "Well  then.  Lord  Byron, 
Fm  pleased  to  have  met  you.  I  thought 
you  had  died  long  ago." 

*  *     * 

Heebie  Jeebies 
We    wonder    if   D.    Williams    is    ever 
affected  by  the  Heebie  J.  B.'s. 

*  *     * 

The  dinner  bell  had  long  since  rung 
And  all  but  John  were  there. 
His  father's  stern  and  angry  gaze 
Was  fixed  on  Johnny's  chair. 

Poor  Johnny  reached  his  home  at  last ; 
His  fate  hung  by  a  hair. 
That's  why  I  think  I'd  better  stop 
And  leave  it  hanging  there. 

I.  M.,  '25. 
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Biblical  Crossword  Puzzle 
Dad:    "Who  was  Abraham's  wife?" 

Son:   "Mrs.  Lincoln." 

*  *     * 

A  Suppressed  Desire 
I  would  I  were  an  ancient  Greek 
Inside  a  table-cloth, 
All  draped  around  my  manly  form, 
Or  else  a  Visigoth. 

With  just  a  jerkin  and  a  shield. 
Oh  boy,  but  I'd  look  pretty  fine. 
With  no  more  clothes  than  that  to  don, 
I'd  rise  at  seven-fifty-nine. 

K.  F.,  P.  G. 

There  is  a  young  man  named  MoUoy 
Whom  the  English  class  think  is  "some 
.     boy," 

For  when  teacher  reads  jokes, 

No  smile  she  provokes ; 

He  is  bored  at  what  we  think  is  joy! 

*  *     * 

For  Sale :  A  large  house,  for  family  with 
bay  windows  and  set-in  sideboards. 

Teacher,  who  had  once  been  slender, 
but  whose  girth  was  increasing  some- 
what: "Johnny,  use  'going  to  waste'  in  a 
sentence!" 

Johnny:      "Teacher,   you  are  rapidly 

'going  to  waist'." 

*  *     * 

Two  colored  maids  talking  together — 
First  Maid:     "Ah  sho'  had  ern  awful 
time  las'  night  on  that  'Wind  date'." 
Second  Maid:    "Why,  did  yo'  pick-a- 

ninny?" 

*  *     * 

Mothers'  Epitaphs 
Here  lies  Mary  Leopold; 
She    died    from    wearing    her    stockings 
rolled. 

Bobbie  is  dead  and  I'm  not  joking; 

He  died  right  after  I  found  him  smoking. 


Ramona  Reem  is  lying  here; 
He  wore  no  coat  and  caught  death  in  his 
ear. 

Here  lies  the  body  of  Minnie  Mutton ; 
One  day  she  left  her  coat  unbuttoned. 

This  dirge  is  played  for  Lillie  Leather; 
She  wore  silk  stockings  in  zero  weather. 

Under  this  sod  is  Bilhe  Block ; 
He    stayed    out    one    night    'till   twelve 
o'clock. 

Here's  what  remains  of  Lillian  Leaven ; 
She  wouldn't  drink  milk,  so  she  went  to 
Heaven. 

The  death  of  Shirley  was  surely  shocking; 
She  went  to  school  with  a  hole  in  her 
stocking. 

Katherine  Foss. 

*  *     * 

Miss  Elliott,  giving  an  assignment: 
"Please  finish  the  Civil  War!" 

*  *     * 

Father :   "What's  that  noise?" 
Mother:    "That's  Johnny  singing  'All 
Alone'." 

Father:  "H-m-m.  That's  a  wise  pre- 
caution." 

Things  are  not  as  they  seem — 
We  got  our  Physics  tests  back. 
Cobb  was  seen  seeing  a  girl  home. 

*  *     * 

"Beans  are  a  delicious  fruit,"  said 
Molloy  as  he  picked  a  stone  out  of  a 
plate  of  them. 

What  the  Seniors  Sing! 

Anderson,  J.— "I  Want  a  Big  Red 
Apple  on  a  Stick." 

Balboni,  M.  P.— "Maybe  He'll  Write 
Me." 
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Barry,    N.— "I    Theldom    Lithp,"    or  Flaherty,    M.— "Perseverance    to    the 

"No,  No,  Nora."  End." 

Blanchard,  D.— "Just  as  I  Am."  Fireman,  I.— "Who's  Izzy  Is  He?" 

Bunny,   J.— "Oh,   Sister!     Ain't   That  Frederickson,  G.— "Fiddle  and  Me." 

Hot?"  Griffin,  M.— "Fm  Falling  in  Love  with 

Bailey,    C— 'TDancin'    Dan"    or    "Do  Someone." 

Whack  Her,  Do!"  Gifford,  E.— "Me  and  the  Boy  Friend." 

Bataitus,  G.— "Mindin'  My  Business."  Gilliland,  E.— "Eliza." 

Blanchot,     D.— "Twelve     o'Clock    at  Hansen,  H.— "It's  Cow  Bells." 

Night."  Hastings,  O.— "You  Never  Can  Tell." 

Caverly,  M.— "The  Girl  My  Mother  Higgins,    A.— "If    You    Will    Be    the 

Thinks  I  Am."  Only,  Only  One  for  Me." 

Cobb,  C— "A  Girl  is  Like  Sunshine  to  Howard,  F.— "So  This  is  Venice." 

Me."  Hurley,  F.— "You're  0.  K.  Katy,  With 

Conley,  J.— "A  Smile  Will  Go  a  Long,  Me." 

Long  Way."  Johnson,      E. — "My     Curley-Headed 

Connors,  R.— "Still,  My  Dolly  and  I  Boy." 

Are  Good  Friends."  Johnson,   O.— "You    Can't  Cry-Baby 

Corcoran,       H. — "Rocky       Mountain  Me." 

Rose."  Johnson,   V.— "I'm  Drifting  Back  to 

Cronan,  B.  P.— "Too  Tired."  Dreamland." 

Crowley,  M.— "Sobbin'  Blues."  Kelt^r,  P.— "Somebody's  Wrong." 

Curran,  A.— "Honest  and  Truly."  Kenefick— "Hooten  de  Hoot." 

Curran,    H.— "Will    You    Remember  Kelhher,  A.— "My  Tom-Tom  Man." 

Me?"  Keith,  G.— "Whispering  Words. ' 

Curran,   M.— "My   Mother   Bids   Me  Knaus,  C— "Poet  and  Peasant." 

Bind  My  Hair."  Kulmala,  A.— "You've  Simply  Got  Me 

Clancy,  M. — "No  One   Knows  What  Cuckoo." 

It's  All  About."  Knezneck,     E.— "I     Wanted    to    Be 

DeCosta,  M.— "Let  It  Rain."  Happy." 

Dean,  H.— "The  Pal  That  I  Loved."  Lailey,  H.— "Euke  Laily  Blues." 

Dolaher,  L.— "I'm  a  Ladies'  Man."  Lydon,  N.— "My  Wild  Irish  Rose." 

Doran,  J.— "He's  a  Fellow  Who  Kisses  Lindeberg,  M.— "Way  Down  in  Hack- 

and  Tells."  ensack,  N.  J." 

Dowling,     R.— "It's    a    Man     Every  McCready,     E.— "Come     On,     Spark 

Time."  Plug." 

Elias,  J.— "Believe  Me."  McLean,    R.— "I    Love    the    Rustle 

Endersen,  S.— "Don't  Put  a  Tax  on  the  (Russell)  of  the  Leaves." 

Beautiful  Girls."  ^^^^^^  M.— "I'm  Looking  Six  Ways 

Eppich,  F.— "Sleep.  ^^  Sundav  " 

Fanning,  M.-"Micky."  ^^  •   •    r,      .jf  fu    p    f     f  iv.    w    ^A 

Fay,  N.-"Under  a  Sheltering  Elm"  ^ami,  B.-  If  the  Rest  of  the  World 

.J.  L  j^x  Don't  Want  You." 

Flower,  C— "If  You  Only  Knew  What  Mattson,  A.— "Dreamer  of  Dreams." 

I  Know."  McDonough,    M.— "Look   What    I've 

Flansbury,  D.— "Cain's  Brother  Abel."  Got  Now." 
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Molloy,  E.— "Now  You've  Got  Her,         Williams,    D.— "Where's   My  Sweetie 

Can  You  Hold  Her?"  Hiding?" 

Morse,  E.— "Maybe."  A.  H.,  '25. 

Milesky,    I. — "Ida,    Sweet    as    Apple  *     *     * 

Cider."  My  Dog 

Maloney,    E.— "Would   That   I   Were  My  dog  is  such  a  pet.     He  is  so  sweet! 

Single  Again!"  (Say,  put  him  out,  he's  sitting  on  my  feet.) 

McKenney,  L.— "Poor  Little  Me!" 

Newark,  M. — "Don't  Mind  the  Rain."  He's    beautiful,    all    darkest    black    and 

Nugent,      L. — "Swing      Low,      Sweet  brown. 

Chariot."  He  never  chases  autos  in  this  town. 

Owens,  M.— "Pretty  Peggy." 

Pratt,  A. — "Louis'  Gal."  He   loves  to   sit   outside   the   door  and 

Pendergast,    F— "Does  the  Spearmint  scratch 

Lose  Its  Flavor  On  the  Bed-Post  Over  His  only  flea.     (Be  still,  you  awful  patch!) 
Night?" 

Pendergast,     J.— "A     Song     Without  He  seems  to  like  to  thmk  and  thmk  and 

Words."  *^^"^' 

Potter,    G.— "How    Ya    Gonna    Keep  He— (Lap  away!     I  hope  you  like  black 

'Em  Down  on  the  Farm?"  ^^^') 

Regan,  J. — "Big  Boy."  ^_  ,  ^      ,  ,  i  •    r 

-r,.,  .       ((T    /-.     >i.    -o  T  ^T     !  He  runs  and  tumbles  on  his  luzzy  paws, 

Riley,    A.— "I    Can't   Believe    You  re  ^^  .       ,.  ^      .•  ,     ,    .  ,  •    . 

^        ,,  He  carries  dirty  sticks  between  his  laws. 

Gone."  -^  ■• 

Rosengren,     X-"Oh,     For    the     Old  jj^  ^^^^^^  ^^^-^^  ^^  ^.^  ^^^  ^^^^  j  ^^^^^ . 

Neighborhood!"  ^      ,  ,  At  night  behind  the  kitchen  stove  he's 


seen. 


Skooberg,  L.— "Be  Gone,  Dull  Care!" 

Spierdowis,    M.— "She   Wouldn't   Do 
What  I  Asked  Her  To."  He  comes  as  quickly  to  me  at  a  shout 

Sullivan,  D.— "O,  No,  John!"  As  does— (Say,  darling,  haste  to  put  him 

Swift,   M.— "Say   It  With   a  Wicked  out.) 

Ukelele." 

Saelen,  J. — "I'm  Going  South."  He's  scratching  on  the  door,  he  digs  for 

Taylor,  G.— "Peter  Pan."  fair; 

Towne,  L.^ — "What'll  I  Do?"  But  I  should  worry,  long  as  he  stays  there. 

Tollander,  L.— "Red  Hot  Mama."  Mary  Wolfe,  '25. 


Turner,  D.— "You're  Just  Too  Sweet 


*     *     * 


For  a  Dream."  Miss  Potter,   curling  Miss  Maloney's 

Tucker,  A. — "She's  Only  a  Butterfly."  hair:     "Before  I  get  through,  you'll  be 

Wacks,   J.— "I  Wanna    Be    a  Tough  bald." 

(Tuft)  Boy."  Miss  Moloney :  "Oh,  that's  all  right,  as 

Welch,  T. — "Tessie,  Stop  Teasin'  Me."  long  as  my  hair  is  curled!" 

Welsh,     M,— "Walter's     Faults     Are  *     *     * 

Many,  Billy's  Only  Five."  It  is  too  bad   that  the  composer  of 

Wolfe,  M.— "Nine  o'Clock  Sal."  "There's  Music  in  the  Air"  will  never 

Waldheim,  R. — "Saxophone  Blues."  hear  the  enchanting  chords  sung  at  our 

Wenzel,  L. — "Hard-Hearted  Hannah."  High  School  Assembly. 
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Although  we  are  at  the  bottom  of  the 
Honor  Eoll,  we  are  still  optmiistic.  We 
are  starting  off  with  a  clean  slate  and 
we  want  the  school  to  remember  that 
"he  who  laughs  last  laughs  best."  We 
are  planning  to  make  good  the  observa- 
tion of  Mr.  Rowe,  of  the  Board  of  Trade, 
who  said  that  perhaps  the  Juniors  would 
be  in  the  lead  at  the  end  of  this  term. 
The  Honor  Roll  is  soon  to  become  even 
more  a  thing  of  honor,  and  the  victorious 
class  of  each  year  will  he  remembered 
through  the  succeeding  years.  It  is  the 
plan  of  1926  not  to  be  among  the  for- 
gotten. 

*     *     * 

Juniors!  !  ! 
If  you  don't: 

"Forget"  your  home  work, 

Whistle  in  the  corridors. 

Forge  your  father's  signature, 

"Get  caught"  passing  notes, 

Waste  your  study  periods, 

Flunk  your  tests, 
Maybe  you'll  be  a  Senior  next  year. 


Miss  Abbott:  "What  is  the  danger  of 
working  in  a  restaurant?" 

Renaghan :    "You  might  get  hit  with  a 

plate." 

*  *     * 

On  an  English  paper:  "Anglo-Saxon 
literature  was  nothing  but  tails  handed 

down." 

*  *     * 

"How  high  can  you  jump,  Sam?" 

"Dat  depends,  boss." 

"What  do  you  mean,  'it  depends'?" 

"Well,  if  Ah'se  jes'  jumpin'  fo'  ex'cise, 
Ah  kin  jump  'bout  fo'  feet.  But  if  a  big 
bull-dog  am  chasin'  me.  Ah  kin  jump 
any  fence  dat  gets  in  mah  way." 


Money 

Sometimes  we  have  it,  mostly  we  don't; 

'Tis  the  bane  of  our  existence,  but  dis- 
pense with  it'we  won't. 

Nobody  seems  to  have  it,  when  you  come 
strolling  by. 

And  look  so  sort  of  questioning,  expecting 
a  glad  reply; 

But  when  your  ship  comes  sailing  in,  it 
will  seem  so  awfully  funny 

To  have  someone  give  you  the  question- 
ing look,  and  ask  for  the  loan  of  some 
money. 

Fable — Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a 
teacher  who  gave  no  week-end  home- 
work. 

When  History  Repeats  Itself 

"Crossing  the  Delaware" — Going  to 
gym  on  a  rainy  day. 

"Climbing  the  Alps"— Going  from 
Room  3  to  Room  308. 

"The  Battle  of  Bunker  Hill"— A  dis- 
cussion in  Economics. 

"The  Boston  Massacre" — At  assembly. 

"The  Declaration  of  Independence" — 
When  school  closes  for  the  summer. 
*     *     * 

Prof. :   "If  I  take  the  quartz  out  of  this 
granite,  what  will  I  have  left?" 
Pupil:   "Holes." 

^         ^         ^ 

Ambitions  of  Room  305 
Francis  Johnson :     To  have  the  school 

furnish  elevators. 

Cedric  Roberts:  To  be  called  "Fat." 
Andy   Pike:      To  solve  a  cross-word 

puzzle. 

Ed  Daniels:    To  have  somebody  laugh 

at  his  jokes. 

Harry  Berkland:    To  be  called  "Silent 

Harry." 
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Gardner  Fisher :  To  ask  a  dozen  foolish 
questions  daily. 

Bill  Geary:   To  be  a  chemist. 

Miss  Blaisdell:  To  have  a  quiet 
seventh  period. 

*     *     * 

Newman,  reading  a  notice:  'Tn  a  few 
weeks  the  Questers  will  go  to  State's 
Prison." 

5f:  *  * 

Tunes  of  Our  Class 

"Dreamy  Melod}^" — Harry  Berkland. 

"Peter  Pan" — George  Lewis. 

"No  Wonder"— "Nan"  Russell. 

"Somebody  Loves  Me"— "Sunny" 
Nordlund. 

"Will  You  Remember  Me?"— Robina 
Anderson. 

"Laff  It  Off"— Stanton  Slavin. 

"You  Can  Take  It  From  Me"— Olga 
Zurba. 

"At  the  End  of  the  Road"— Annie 
Connelly. 

"Me  and  My  Boy  Friend"— Helen 
Meade. 

"Listening" — Julius  Perlmutter. 

"What'll  I  Do?"— Thornton  Stevens. 

"Rock-A-Bye-Baby  Days" — Margaret 
Thornton. 

"Sweet  Little  You"— Helen  Massey. 

"My  Best  Girl"— "Eddie"  Stone. 

"Blue-Eyed  Sally" — Agnes  Graney. 

"All  Alone" — Dorothy  Thompson. 

"Dreamer  of  Dreams" — Samuel  Kop- 
lan. 

"When  You  and  I  Were  Seventeen" — 
Mary  and  Bill. 

"School  Days"— Class  of  '26. 

Annie  Connelly,  '26, 
Robina  Anderson,  '26. 

The  lad  with  the  assinine  grin? 
The  lad  with  the  Cheshire  Cat  chin? 


He's  a  good  little  boy. 
Gives  the  principal  joy, 
Oh,  Welch  is  that  child  with  the  grin. 

We  all  know  a  girl  named  Ruth 
Who  usually  tells  the  truth ; 

But  to  our  surprise. 

She  told  a  few  lies 
About  a  fake  trip  to  Duluth. 

There  was  a  young  lady  named  Frances, 
To  her  books  she  gave  very  few  glances; 

When  reports  came  out. 

On  her  face  was  a  pout 
To  see  the  result  of  her  trances. 

There  was  a  young  lady  named  Pearl 
Who,  always,  her  hair  had  to  curl; 

But  once  she  got  burnt. 

And  then  she  had  learnt 
That  hot  irons  were  not  for  a  girl. 

The  runners  got  down  at  the  mark 
To  wait  for  the  big  gun  to  bark, 

As  the  gun  went  bang. 

Schaier  fell  with  a  pang ; 
For  he'd  slipped  on  a  stone  in  the  dark. 
*     *     * 

There  was  once  a  little  boy  who  saw  out 
in  a  field 

A  happy,  flappy  scarecrow,  with  a  broad- 
brimmed  hat  to  shield 

Straight  straw  locks;  his  tattered  coat 
just  whistled  in  the  breeze — 

The  small  boy  was  delighted.  (He 
wasn't  hard  to  please.) 

"That  old  scarecrow  is  useful,  as  you  must 

try  to  be 
When  you  grow  up,"  his  Aunt  Jane  said — 
And  so  that  night  at  tea 
When  someone  to  the  small  boy  said, 

"I'd  really  like  to  know 
What  you  will  be  when  you're  a  man," 

He  shouted,  "A  scarecrow!" 

Dorothy  W.  Thompson,  '26. 
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Sopliomore  Notes 


FouK  Cheers  for  the  Sophomores! 

For  the  second  time  this  j^ear  we  lead 
on  the  Honor  EoU.  At  the  end  of  the 
fii'st  teiTQ,  the  Seniors  led,  but  why  be 
surprised  at  their  brilliance?  They're 
our  sister  class.  But  the  fact  that  the 
rivahy  is  friendly  does  not  lessen  the 
excitement  of  the  competition,  nor  make 
us  less  determined  to  keep  our  place. 
We  want  to  see  '27,  '27,  '27  on  the  Board 
of  Trade  Cup. 

The  Sophomores  also  shine  in  athletics, 
two-thirds  of  the  second  team  pro\'ing  it. 
The  class  team  has  been  very  successful, 
and  the  Seniors,  Juniors,  and  Junior  High 
School  pupils  will  not  soon  forget  how 
the  Sophomores  won  the  inter-class  series. 

^         '^         ^ 

Who's  Who? 

Jack:  "My  teacher  thinks  she  knows 
everything." 

Pat:  "There  is  one  thing  that  my 
teacher  admits  she  doesn't  know." 

Jack:   "What?" 

Pat :    "Who  it  was  that  put  the  frog  in 

her  desk  drawer." 

*  *     * 

The  Wrong  Topic 
The  teacher  had  the  pupils  draw  by 
lot  the  topics  to  recite  upon  in  class. 
"Jimmy,  what  have  you?"    she  asked. 

Jimmy,  lazily:   "Sleeping  sickness." 

*  *     * 

The  New  Constitution 
Miss  Elliott:     "Abbott,  how  does  the 
Constitution  begin?" 

Abbott  (absent-mindedly) :   "Fourscore 

and  seven  years  ago." 

*  *     * 

An  Eclipse 
There  was  an  eclipse  of  the  sun, 
For  an  hour  or  more  there  was  none. 
For  the  moon,  so  they  say, 


Got  right  in  the  way. 

And  that  is  just  how  it  was  clone. 

*  *     * 

No  Discounts  Allowed 
Mac:     "You  ought  to  take  something 
for  your  cold." 

Tac:   "How  much'll  you  give  me?" 

Cash  on  Delivery 
I  hit  a  baseball  into  the  air. 
It  fell  to  earth,  I  know  not  where, 
Until  the  man,  whose  glass  I  smashed, 
Came   'round  next   day  and  demanded 
cash. 

H.  F.,'27. 

*  *     * 

There  was  a  young  fellow  named  Tom, 
Who  dropped  a  big  d3aiamite  bomb. 
And  now  up  in  Mars 
They  are  saying,  "My  Stars! 
Where  on  earth  did  he  emigrate  from?" 

I.  H.,  '27. 

*  *     * 

Favorite  Sayings: 

"Ho,  Ho,  and  a  bottle  of  Bay  Rum.'' 
Dick  Crosby. 

"I  must  study."     Jarvis  Barrett. 

"Fll  be  late  if  I  don't  hurry."  Dooney 
Flaherty. 

"Is  my  hair  combed  all  right?"  Irving 
Metcalf. 

"Gosh!  I'm  tough."     Thomas  Foley. 

"On  with  the  dance."     John  Dixon. 

"What  do  you  think  the  weather  will 
be  tomorrow?"     Toby  Cavanaugh. 

Ain't  Sisters  Grand? 

High  school  boy,  shaving,  about  quarter 
to  eight,  "Gee  whiz!  The  razor  is  so  dull 
I  can't  shave  myself." 

Sister:  "Now,  Jack,  don't  be  foolish. 
Your  face  isn't  half  as  tough  as  the 
pencil  that  I  sharpened  this  morning." 
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Deep  Thought 
Teacher:    "Robert,  use  the  word  con- 
centration in  a  sentence." 

Robert:  "Concentration  is  a  big  word." 

*  *     * 

A  New  Specimen 

Clerk:  "What  sort  of  a  dog  do  you 
want?" 

Mrs.  Pep:  "I  think  I  would  like  to  see 
one  of  those  new  Jazz-hounds  I  have 
heard  so  much  about  lately." 

*  *     * 

A  Difference  of  Descent 
We  learn  in  a  Sophomore  short  story 
class    that    Stacy    Aumonier    was    an 

American  of  "Arguenot"  descent. 

*  *     * 

At  the  Lunch  Counter 
Teacher:   "Now,  boys,  back  up  against 

the  ceiling  so  that  the  others  can  get  by." 

*  *     * 

Humor 
It  is  a  poor  excuse  to  say 
"It  was  only  a  little  joke," 
But  when  you  try  to  be  funny  and  gay 


By  getting  another  man's  "goat," 
By  merely  stepping  upon  his  hat. 
Or  kicking  him  in  the  back. 
It  is  not  his  fault  if  he  lacks 
The  humor  to  see  this  funny  crack. 
And  then  just  to  have  a  little  fan. 
He  exchanges  this  humorous  pun 

By  merely — stepping  on  your  cranium. 

*  *     * 

Heard  over  the  telephone:  "I  am  hold- 
ing the  door  open  with  one  hand,  and 

trying  to  talk  with  the  other." 

*  *     * 

Teacher  to  John:  "How  many  seasons 
are  there?" 

John:    "In  the  United  States  there  are 

two:  baseball  and  football." 

*  *     * 

Teacher:  "How  many  natural  magnets 
do  you  know  of?" 

Dooney:  "Two.  Blondes  and  bru- 
nettes." 

*  *     * 

Miss  Stockwell,  holding  up  a  pair  of 
gloves:  "Does  any  one  here  belong  to 
these  gloves?" 


"Bud"  Dower  has  been  going  strong 
at  B.  C.  in  basket  ball.  When  he  grows 
up,  he  will  probably  be  a  pretty  good 
athlete. 

The  name  of  Jimmie  Flaherty  burst 
onto  the  printed  page  when  a  Boston 
paper  gave  him  a  big  write-up.  De- 
scribed as  the  "Norwood  Flash,"  Jimmie 
is  at  last  getting  the  appreciation  due 
him  as  one  of  B.  C.'s  baseball  men. 

In  this  column  in  our  last  issue  we 
made  mention  of  the  "Dare  Knights," 
and  we  received  a  very  nice  letter  from 
the  Grand  Exalted  Scribe,  "Benny  Wen- 
zel,"  thanking  us  for  the  publicity  and 


assuring  us  of  the  support  of  his  organiza- 
tion. 

We  attended  the  banquet  recently 
given  the  High  School  boys  by  the  Board 
of  Trade,  and,  when  we  heard  all  the  com- 
pliments passed  out  to  the  boys,  we  won- 
dered whether  they  really  are  better 
than  we  were.  Personally  we  don't 
see  how  they  could  be. 

The  eminent  tragedian,  our  old 
friend  "Tenner"  McDonough,  trod  the 
boards  again  on  March  17  in  the  great 
"drammer,"  "The  Dublin  Derby."  When 
interviewed,  the  renowned  Thespian  de- 
nied that  he  was  going  to  retire.     He 
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felt  that  he  owed  a  lot  to  his  "dear 
public." 

We  are  glad  to  see  Bill  Littlefield  back 
in  Norwood  again  after  an  absence  of 
three  or  four  years. 

Genevieve  MacWhirter  continues  to 
show  her  ability  as  an  actress  in  her 
recent  performance  in  "The  Dublin 
Derby." 


Pirate's  Song 

Oh,  ho  for  the  life  on  the  briny  sea! 

Oh,  ho  for  the  salt  sea  breeze! 

Just  give  me  a  tub  and  no  land-lovin' 

dub. 
And  a  tom-cat  full  of  fleas. 

And  a  bottle  of  rum  with  a  filthy  scum 
And  a  cutlass  between  me  teeth. 
Oh,  ho  for  the  ocean  with  no  land  in  sight 
Away  from  the  dusty  heath. 

Oh,  ho  for  the  ships  with  their  punj^  skips 

And  a  shivering  Avoman  or  two, 

And  the  blood  will  run;    oh,  ho  for  the 

fun 
For  me  and  me  gallant  crew! 

Oh,  ho  for  the  tip  and  the  dip  of  the  sail 
And  the  smell  of  salt  and  tar! 
Away  to  the  swell  and  chop  of  the  wave 
As  we  follow  the  bright  north  star. 

Katherine  Foss,  p.  G. 


W3  hear  that  Mary  Mm'phy  Wilford 
is  planning  to  return  to  Norwood  soon. 
The  members  of  1921  especially  will  be 
glad  to  see  her  and  her  young  son, 
Eugene. 

Contributions  to  the  Alumni  Notes 
are  always  accepted — but  seldom  re- 
ceived. 


A  Storm 

'Tis  nothing  but  a  placid  pond 
'Till  pow'rful  wizards  from  beyond 
Blow  on  it  with  their  savage  breath. 

And  then  on  top,  and  underneath. 
Ride  heralds  of  the  storm. 


And  now  the  sky,  all  murky  grey, 
Holds  dark  forebodings  for  the  day, 
The  flowers  bend  their  heads  in  fear. 

At  last  the  storm-king  does  appear 
And  all  things  are  forlorn. 


And  then  a  ragged  flash  of  light : 
A  crash:  again  all's  still  as  night — 
The   storm    has    passed;      the    sunlit 
beams 
Flaunt  happily  their  bright-hued  sheens, 
And  now  again  it's  morn. 

Mary  Wolfe,  '25. 


The  Arguenot  oe 


"Oak  Leaves" — Your  paper  is  one  of 
the  finest  we  have  yet  received.  Every 
department  is  complete  in  every  respect. 
Yours  are  very  clever  jokes. 

"Lawrence  Bulletin" — We  certainly 
like  to  exchange  with  such  an  interesting 
magazine.  Splendid  jokes,  but  why  not 
add  a  bit  more  material  to  the  literary 
department? 


"The  Tripod" — Your  magazine  con- 
tains fine  jokes,  good  editorials,  extensive 
alumni  notes  and  is,  in  our  opinion,  an 
all-round  interesting  magazine.  We  like 
"The  Oldtimes  Opens  Up"  very  much  and 
are  looking  forward  to  the  concluding 
number. 

"The  Oracle" — Your  magazine  has 
novel  department  headings,  which,  with 
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the  excellent  material  it  contains,  goes 
to  make  up  a  worth-while  school  paper. 

"The  Green  and  White,"  Manilla, 
P.  I. — A  paper  we  are  proud  to  have  in 
our  exchange  department.  It  contains 
everything  that  makes  a  paper  readable 
and  interesting. 

"College  Comics" — We  do  enjoy  this 
magazine!  It  is  one  of  the  cleanest,  most 
amusing  and  clever  magazines  of  its  kind 
we  have  ever  seen. 

"The  Alpha" — An  especially  good  num- 
ber of  the  "Alpha"  reached  us  this 
month.  How  clever  your  class  gifts  and 
prophecies  W3re!  The  out-going  class 
deserves  much  praise  for  their  work  in 
making  your  magazine  what  it  is. 


The  Arguenot  acknowledges  the  re- 
ceipt of  the  following  magazines: 

"Northeastern  Tech";  "The  Sema- 
phore," Stoughton,  Mass.;  "The  Ore- 
digger,"  Colorado;  "Neponset  Review," 
Walpole,  Mass.;  "Boston  University 
News,"  Boston,  Mass.;  "Academy 
News,"  Hartland,  Maine;  "The  Specta- 
tor," Chicopee,  Mass.;  "The  Hebronian," 
Hebron,  Maine;  "The  Tauntonian," 
Taunton,  Mass.;  "Oak  Leaves,"  Vassal- 
boro,  Maine;  "The  Tripod,"  Roxbury, 
Mass.;  "The  Green  and  White,"  Manilla, 
P.  I.;  "The  Oracle,"  Bangor,  Maine; 
"Lawrence  High  Bulletin,"  Lawrence, 
Mass.;  "The  Herald,"  Holyoke,  Mass.; 
"The  Franklin  'Sentinel,"  Franklin, 
Mass.;  "The  Item,"  Dorchester,  Mass.; 
"College  Comics,"  Chicago,  lUinois. 


NORTHEASTERN   UNIVERSITY 
Day   School  of  Business  Administration 

Training  for  Leadership — Business,  Social,  Civic 

Two-year  and  four-year  courses  leading  to  Junior  Certificate  and  degrees  of  Bachelor  of  Business 
Administration  and  Master  of  Business  Administration 

FIELDS  OP  SPECIALIZATION 

Marketing 

Pinance  and  Banking 
Retailing  and  Retail  Store  Management 
Personnel  Management 
Sales  Management 

PROGRESSIVE  METHODS 
Problem  Method  of  Instruction,  Analysis  of  Actual  Business  Problems,  Home  Study  Pro- 
jects, Individual  and  Group  Surveys  of  Business,  Motion  Pictures  on  Basic  Industries, 
Personal  Conferences  with  Executives. 

STUDENT  LIFE 
Student  representation  from  many  states  and  countries.     Democratic  in  spirit.     Each  student's  voice  counts 
in  every  program.     Var.sity  athletics:     basket  ball,  baseball,  track,  soccer,  gymnasium  and  swimming  pool. 
Dramatics,  glee  clubs,  ininstrels,  orchestra.     Wholesome  social  atmosphere:     fraternities,  and  other  student 
organizations. 

Freshman  enrolment  limited.     Early  application  for  admission  advisable. 
Catalog  and  further  information  on  request 

TURNER  F.  GARNER,  Dean 

316  HUNTINGTON  AVENUE,  BOSTON,  MASSACHUSETTS 
YOUNG  MEN'S  CHRISTIAN  ASSOCIATION 


Accounting 
Merchandising 
Industrial  Management 
Administration 


The  J.  E.  PLIMPTON  COAL  COMPANY 

Norwood,  Massachusetts 


NORWOOD    AUTO    STATION 

INCORPORATED 

AUTHORIZED  AGENTS  FOR 

Cadillac,  Hudson,  Essex,  Nash,  Reo 
and  Reo  Speed  Wagon 


A   FULL   LLNE   OF  AUTOMOBILE  ACCESSORIES 


"The  House  That  Good  Service  Built" 

TEL.  NOR.  0011  AND  0732  BRANCH  DED.  0066 

Compliments  of 

NORWOOD  CASH  GROCERY 

A.  C.  BANKS,  MANAGER 
TEL.  NOR.  0307  .'.  .'.  FREE  DELIVERY 

PATRONIZE   OUR   ADVERTISERS 


Compliments  of 

I.  T.  SNOW 


Compliments  of 

PATSEY  RIZZO 

SHOEMAKER 


Talbot  Building 


Norwood 


R.  G.  PENDERGAST 


C.  J.  PENDERGAST 


EDWARD  B.  PENDERGAST 


ESTABLISHED  1892 


Groceries  and  Provisions 


Phone  0190 


72  Railroad  Avenue 


Compliments  of 

LEPPER'S  GARAGE 

G.  M.  LEPPER,  Inc. 


Compliments  of 


HOLMAN  — CATERER 


First  Class  Service  Careful  and  Competent  Drivers 

THOMAS  B.  MULVEHILL 

Limousine  and  Taxi  Service 
Weddings  and  Parties 

Telephone  Connection  NORWOOD  Rear  of  638  Washington  St. 


PATRONIZE    OUR   ADVERTISERS 


S.    C.    PHILLIPS 

Norwood  Tire  Store 

E.  J.  GUILLEMETTE,  Prop. 

r>ry  Goods 

TIRES  AND  TUBES 

M 

BICYCLE  REPAIRING 

J» 

LAWN  MOWERS  Ground 

Washington  Street,  Norwood 

548  Wash.  St.                  Nor.  312-M 

Compliments  of 

7:    F^RIOLI 

\\  ALNUT  AVENUE 

NORWOOD 

WATCH  FOR  THE  DATE! 

McLEOD  &  DEAN 

Sometime  in  April  a  Scholl  foot  doctor 
will   be  at   our  store  for  a  whole  day  to 
examine  feet  and  give  medical  advice  to 
all  foot  sufferers  free. 

Will  also  present  $1.00  to  the  owner  of 
the   nearest   perfect   foot.      Come  in   and 
have  a  picture  of  your  foot  taken. 

Choice  Teas,  Coffees 
and  Spices 

HAWKINS  BLOCK 

E.  PERLMUTTER. 

848  Washington  Street,                  Norwood 

Compliments  of 

Women's  and  Children's 

Wellington  Pharmacy 

Furnishings 

E.  S.  BLUMENKRANZ 

X 

ADAMS  COMPANY 

850  Wa.shington  Street,       Norwood 

Norwood,  Massachusetts 

PATRONIZE   OUR   ADVERTISERS 


Compliments  of 

NORWOOD  FURNITURE  CO. 


''''Put  Your  Feet  in  Regan'' s  Hands'''' 


J.  W.  REGAN 

REGAN'S  SHOE   CORNER 

NORWOOD,  MASS. 


Compliments  of 

BALFOUR'S  BAKERY 

WASHINGTON   STREET  -  -  NORWOOD 


Compliments  of 

WRAGG'S 


James  A.  Hartshorn 

F7''esh  Killed  Poult7''y 


615  Washington  St.,  Norwood 


Telephone  oil 8 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


FLAHERTY'S 

New  Spring 


FOLAN  BLOCK 
Norwood  -  -  Mass. 


Compliments  of 

NORWOOD  CANDY  SHOP 


QOVE  (SLECTRIC  CO. 


EVERYTHING  ELECTRICAL 


49  Day  Street 


Phone  572-R 


CHOICE  MEATS 

At  Lowest  Prices 


MORO'S   MARKET 

504  Washington  Street 


Free    Delivery 


FOR   JACK'S   TAXI 

Telephone  ^3  Norwood 


NOR\VOOD 
ELECTRIC     BAKERY 

508  Washington  Street 


"Wonderful  Good 
Things    to   Eat" 


20th  Century 

Tailoring  and  Cleansing 

Shop 

GET  THE  NEAREST  STORE 
Washington  Street  Norwood 


PATRONIZE    OUR   ADVERTISERS 


JUST  RIGHT  TAILORING  CO. 

High  Grade  Custom  Tailors  for  Ladies  and  Gents 

Cleaning,  Dyeing,  Remodelling  of  AH  Kinds  of  Garments 


FOR  SERVICE  CALL  0064-W 

We  Call  and  Deliver 

CHAKLES  KRAVETZ  LOUIS  GOLDSTEIN 


Richardson  Artcraft  Shop 

PARTY  SUPPLIES 

— AND— 

DECORATIONS 

S.   BEREZIN 

Ladies   and  Gentlemen  s 
Furniskings 

Washington  Street               Norwood 

1053  Washington  St.,  So.  Norwood 

BIGELOW  FURNITURE  COMPANY 

UPHOLSTERING 

Window  Shades  and  Awnings 
Small  Rugs  for  Under  Students'  Feet 
Waste  Baskets  in  Metal  and  Willow 

BIGELOW     FURNITURE     COMPANY 

700  WASHINGTON  ST.  PHONE  91 

PATRONIZE    OUR    ADVERTISERS 


J.  J.  CLEARY 
Cut  Mtiixsj^ts  nnh  Moral  B^stgna 

Flowers  Telegraphed  to  All  Parts  of  the  World 
712  \A^ASHINGTON  ST.  TELEPHONE  0032-J 


Compliments  of 

IVinslow  Bros.   &  Smith  Co. 

NORWOOD,   MASSACHUSETTS 


SWITZER'S   PHARMACY 

We  carry  a  full  line  of 

FOUNTAIN   PENS  AND   PENCILS 

Talbot  Block  _  -  -  Norwood 


PATRONIZE    OUR   ADVERTISERS 


Compliments  of 

NORWOOD  LUMBER  COMPANY 


H.  E.  Rice  &  Co. 

Are  Educating  People  to  Trade  in  Norwood 


FIRST  CLASS  MERCHANDISE  AT  POPULAR 

PRICES 


Hosiery  Underwear  Gloves  Millinery 

Dresses  Coats,   Etc. 


ODD  FELLOWS  BLOCK  NORWOOD 

cTVlARSTON^S  EXPRESS 

Norwood,  Walpole,    East   Walpole   and  Boston 

Telephone  Nor.  1101 
3  VERNON  STREET  -  -  -  NORWOOD 


PATRONIZE   OUR   ADVERTISERS 


NORWOOD 

ECONOMY  PUBLIC 

MARKET 


WASHINGTON  ST.,    NORWOOD 


All  Kinds  of 

FRESH  WESTERN  BEEF 


SPEC! ALT  Y: 

EGGS  AND  BUTTER 

(CLOVER  BLOOM) 


Victor  Cash  Market 


518  Washington  St. 


Norwood 


Miss  Hettie  Gray 
Dressmaking 

601  Washington  Street 
Telephone  45-W 


Imported  Linens 


I  am  showing  a  beautiful  line  of  imported 
linens  at  reasonable  prices.  Also  take 
orders  for  jersey  dresses,  made  up  in  the 
color  and  style  you'll  like. 

MAYE  T.  CAROTHERS 

GIFT  SHOP 


SERVICE 


OUR  SPECIALTIES 


QUALITY 


Morse  Made  Clothes  Carter  Underwear 

Lamson  &  Hubbard  Hats  and  Caps 

NORWOOD  CLOTHING  COMPANY 


Sanborn  Block 


GENE  SULLIVAN,  Prop. 


Norwood,  Mass. 


PIANO  SUI 


COMPANY 


NORWOOD,  MASSACHUSETTS 


PATRONIZE    OUR   ADVP:RTISERS 


V^s[orwood  ^uick  Qompany 


TELEPHONE  0181 


FILMS  .-.   FOR  .-.   YOUR  Z.   CAMERA 


FREDERIC  P.  BROOKS 

The  ^e^CcJUL  Store 


Norwood 


Massachusetts 


Norwood 


Monumental    Works 


v^emorials  of  distinction 


Cemetery  lettering  promptly  attended 
to  in  any  cemetery.  Monuments  in  all 
New  England  granites. 


Washington  Street 


Norwood 


WINSLOW  GARAGE 


OAKLAND,  STAR  AND  FLINT 
DURANT  SERVICE  STATION 

1014  WASHINGTON  ST.,     NORWOOD 

Telephone  0976 


PATRONIZE    OUR   ADVERTISERS 


